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FOREWORDS. 


§ 1. I Ave already stated in my Forewords to Part I of the 
Facsimile of Zhe Whole Contention, that Mr Quaritch’s objection to 
double the price of any volume of my Series was the reason for 
undoing the uniting work of T. P., the printer of the original 
Quarto 3 in 1619, and for issuing in two separate Parts the Play 
which the said ‘T. P. put into one volume, tho’ his title described 
it rightly as the drama ‘“ Divided into two Parts.” No doubt 
most Subscribers would have preferd the Whole Contention as a 
Whole, and not in two halves, but all will acknowledge that, from a 
publisher’s point of view, a uniform price for all the volumes of 
the Series is most important. ; 

Here then is the second half of the “Whole” book, “the 
Tragicall ends of . . . Richard Duke of Yorke, and King Henrie 
_the Sixt,” that ‘‘of the good Duke of Humfrey ” having been given 
in the first half. 

The lines are numberd on the outside, like those of Part I, 
according to the nos. of their representatives in Zhe third Part 
of King Henry the Sixt in Folio 1. A dagger (ft) marks lines there 
alterd, a caret (<) lines omitted, a star (*) lines not in the Folio. 
For these markings I have to thank my friend and colleague Mr 
P. Z. Round. The dot (.) on the inner margin notes the few lines 
in Q3 which are alterd from Qr. 

§ 2. In the comparison of these two Quartos, we find no 

~changes in Part II of like importance to those in Part I. The 
alterations are almost all of single words. The leaving-out of the 
two lines V. vi. 66 and V. vii. 36 in Quarto 3 is no doubt an 
accident, as the omission of V. vi. 86-7*, ‘ Vnder pretence of out- 
ward seeming ill’ in Qi and F1 may be, so that the only noticeable 
‘change is the trifling one of 2 lines into 3, in V. vi. 89-91. A List 
of the alterations follows. For some of them, and also of those in 
Part I, I am indebted to my friend Mr P. A. Daniel. 
Q3! QI EYL 
p. 1, head. The Second Part, [Wot i] [alterd] 
Ad + Containing the The true [uot zn] 
», St. Dir. then Crooke backe Crookeback 


[ td 
pe ay: Northumberland Northumberland Northumberland 
Foe eae th’ the the 


1 The differences between Contractions, full words, &c., like L. for Lord, 
War. for Warwick, &c., are not notist. 
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CHANGES IN Q3 COMPARED WITH QI AND FI. 


iv §$ 2. 
Q3 
p. 2,1. 24 heauen 
p- 3, 1.46 bird 
) gy Dare 
” 1. 78 my 
», 1. 83 and thats 
ay lb ty atti ts 
4, 1.93 . ’t 
Hh ieee 
ees 2kueseckest 
Se nl22, bork 
pi 5, 1.157 Kent 
p. 6, 1,171 while 
1 1. TG0-, Anticles: 
», ll 181-2 Queene. Lx? 
», 1 186 vnkindly 
ye OO; ale 
DilfotnsS tee ors eee WIth 
spe tb Paris} = Alls 
elise thererpe 
p. 8, lL. 265 to forget 
p- 9, l. 52* With others 
Ae OS care 
», 1.67 ~ soludiors: 
p. 10, St. Dir. 2. Chaplaine 
lela HOKE 
p: 11; 18 renowe 
p- 12,153 deafe 
p. 13, 273° #wher’s’.:. . crookt- 
backt 
» 1 78 mongst 
3) 1. 86  parch 
de kOS@ his 
p. 14,1. 112 tongue’s 
» 1.145 blow 
p. 15,1. 160 ftory 
A ieds TOO FtOo! 
Me lk x inwara 
p. 16,1.19 the.. from our 
Age wlidigiy | 1oeligst 
5, St. Dir. 3. Enter a Meffenger 
P07; 1s 63, = By 
p. 18, lL. 106 newes 
p- 20, 1. 184 eight and forty 
p. 21,1.15 who 
Dy22yel. Ore ell 
» L59 way 
Sele O2 eeelelion: 
p- 24,1. 105 flye 
Salen OOM) 
», 1. 107 droue 
», 1. 108 yee 
», J. 120 being 
», 1.120 am priuiledg’d 
», 1.-138 venom’d 
p- 25,1142 Sham’ft 


QI 
heauens 
burd 
Dares 
mine 
and that is 
fitteft 
it 
You 
seekest 
both both 
of Kent 
whilft 
Articles, 
Queene 
vnkingly 
thine 


Lxit 


and 


I 

there? 

forget 

and others 

Your 

souldiers 

the Chaplein 

ouer 

renowne 

death 

where is . 
backt 

amongst 

parcht 

this 

tongue 

blowes 

heauie ftorie 

tvvo 

inlie 

his. . our 

lookest 

[s20¢ ¢12] 

But 


. Crook- 


euill 

doe 

leffon, boy 
flee 

fo 

that drove 
you 

am 

and priuiledge 
venome 
Shames 


1p 

Heauen 
hee 
Dares 
my 
that’s 
fit 
it 
You 
[vot in] 
[eesraet 
of Kent 
while 
Articles. 
Queene thefe Newes 
vnmanly 
an 
[vot i7] 
I will 
[alterd] 
[ 9 ] 
[vot in] 
You are 
men 
[not tn] 
o’re 
Renowne 
deafe 
where's . 

back 
with 
parcht 
his 
Tongue 
blowes 
heauie f{torie 
too 
inly 
his . . my 
[alterd in F.] 
one blowing 
by 
things 
flue and twenty 
who 
ill 
[x0¢ 772] 
Leffon 
fly 
fo 
droue 
you 
am 
and priuiledg’d 
venome 


Sham ’ft 


. Crook- 


SEERA nee | 


$ 2, CHANGES IN Q3 COMPARED WITH QI AND FI. 


Q3 
p- 25, |. 163). thee 
we t70 2 Nor 
p- 30, 1.9 whether 
Pee e245) OUL 
De 3t 30 =, Hor?) 
3, St. Dir. Warwicke 
Pug2yle92 needs 
», 1. ro4-5 himfelfe 
pussy 225 ) heere’s 
», 1.59 ~ talkes 
Desde 14 Glo: 
hel. OS). -fildome 
[OB dl BROh ae 
ee ceo ee Wert 
» 1.55 husbands 
re 57 | curtsie 
p- 37, l. 121 lets go. . abont 
en ol. 124. = vic 
5. 131 they looke 
»,_ 1. 183 that which 
p- 38, St. Dir. with others 
p. 39, 1. 87. Henry is 
», ll. 92, 99 pedigree 
Pale LOS eet hen 
p- 40, 1. 130 or 
», 1. 164 Marqueffe 
p. 41, 1. 168 at his 
>, 1.172: Mineis.. with 
» 1. 187 to an vntimely 
sl 200; Ile 
p. 42, 1. 233 Exit Me/. 
1, 243, ~wedlocke 
3, 1V.i. Clarence, Glofter, Mon- 
tague. Ha/ftings 
f 1,12 they will 
3 ee 115 am both 
ye to, fildome 
pl. 23". “pitty 
pe! 20) s muine 
p44521..00: eile 
Rls 02. = ye 
penn 70 trom, 
», St. Dir. Meffenger 
», 1. 87. pardon. 
» lL. 100. a willow 
p- 45, 1. 116 they are 
» 1. 135 aboue 
arueelnt35, neere 
p- 46,1. 31. calledft 
p- 47, 1. 59% into 
Rae Ose lets 
p- 48,12 ye 
p. 50, 1. 58  ftand 
Dy 67 _himfelfe 


Qr 
the : 
Not 
whither 
our 
For 
and Warwike 
needft 
him 
here is 
talkeft 
Cla. 
feldome 
and 
Were it 
hushandes 
cursie 
let vs go... 
vie 
they lookt 
that that 
and others 
Henries 
pettigree 
than 
or your 
Marquis 
as his 
Mine... full of 
vntimelie to his 
I doe 
[xot i] 
wedlockes 
and Clarence, and 

Glofter, and Mon- > 
tague and Haftings 
theile 
am 
feldome 
a pittie 


about 


ay 
I will 


in 

a Meffenger 
fpeciall pardon 
the willow 
theare 

of 

neereft 

cald’st 

to 

let vs 


you 
fie, ftand 
like himfelfe 


Fr 
[elterd] 
Not 
whether 
out 
For 
Warwicke 
fhalt 
him 
heere’s 
talk’ft 
Clarence. 
fildome 
if 
*T were 
Husbands 
cursie 
goe wee.. of 
vie 
the vnlook’d 
that which 
[wot in F.] 
FHienry 
pedigree 
then 
or your 
Marqueffe 


—at his 


Mine. . with 
vuntimely to his 
I 

Lixit Pofe. 
Wedlocke 
[alterd} 


they’le 
am 


a Pofte 
fpeciall pardon 
the Willow 
they are 

of 

neere 

call’dst 

[not zn] 


ieee 
[alterd in F.] 
ftand 

like himfelfe 


§ 2. 


vl 


5 Q3 
p. 50, St. Dir.2. Oxford, Somerfet 


the rest, 
Prince, 


Tale ie giddy headed 
us ig 1. 6 If 
p- 52, 1. s fhamefac’ft 
Pp. 53, 5% Dir. 1. fouldiors 
oy 75. Att my 
p- 54, 1. 69 abide 
DenS Sse eatin ele ae 
p- 56, l. *49 forewarn’d 
», St. Dir. and Glofter 
ap ahd v3 girt 
p- 57,1. 21 Country 
ie 24 bright 
8, 1.69 ere 
: 2 15276" Our 
», St. Dir. Glofter, and 
making . . 
Oxford, and Somer- 
Set are taken 
E 1, 30 Crooke-backe 
y fe IE 38 thou likneffe 
le bo) NOt name 
p- 60, 1. 80 hee’l 
35 1.83 whether is 
», 1. 88 lets toward 
p. 61, 1.25 — enuieft 
p- 62, St. Dir. Stabs 
;, 1.64  alwayes be 
ppm OOmmmn cor a7.) uae 
Evi oak 
p- 62, 1.74 weeping. 


. crying 


1. 86-7* Vnder pretence of out- 


ward seeming ill, 


9 


ll. 89-91 King Henry, and the 


Prince his fonneare 


gone, 


And Clarence thou 
art next muft fol- 


low them, 


So by one and one 
difpatching all the 


reft, 


p. 63, St. Dir., Glofter, Haftings, 


see ee throne 

Ay eu ahe 

» 125 dw. Brothers of 
Clarence and of 
Glofter 

Pray loue 

ay AR eye xan 

» lL 36 [not tn] 

Ary Weoley e 23 


CHANGES IN Q3 COMPARED WITH QI AND FI. 


On 

and Oxford, and 
Summerset 

giddie 

And 

fhamefaft 

fouldiers & al crie 

and my 

abie 

moe 

awarn’d 

Glofter 

girts 

countie 

faire Bright 

yer 

your 

k Glo. & the reft, & 
make . . is taken, 
& the prince & Oxf. 
& Sum. 

Crooktbacke 

the litnes 

name 

he 

whithers 

let vs towards 

enuious 

He ftabs 

be alwaies 

If anie fparke of life 
remaine in thee 

That I 

wept... 

[vot i] 


cride 


Henry and his fonne 
are gone, thou 
Clarence next, 


And by one and one 
I will difpatch the 
reft, 

and Ha/tings, 

royall throne 

and 

Edward. Clarence 
and Glofter, loue 


brothers both 
Hauing my countries 
peace, and brothers 


loues. 
her 


FI } 
Oxford, and Somer- 
fet 

giddie 
[alterd F.] 
fhamefaced 

Colours 
if this 
buy 
more 
[ot zr] 
with Richard 
[alterd] 
Countie 
[vot 272] 
ere 

our 
[alterd | 


Crooke-backe ~ 

the likeneffe 

name [alterd] 

thou 

Where’s 

let’s away to 

enuious 

Stabbes 

be alway 

If any fparke of Life 
be yet remaining 


wonder’d. . cri’de 


[uot 27] 


King Henry, and the 
Prince his Son are 
gone, 
Clarence thy turne is 
next, and then the 
rest, 


Richard, Haftiugs, 


Royall Throne, 
if 
King. Clarence and 


Glofter, loue 


Brothers both 

Hauing my Counties 
peace,and Brothers 
loues. 

her 


ee ee eee ee 


§ 3. §4. GREENE AND MARLOWE’S SHARES IN ‘THE TRUE TRAGEDY.’ vii 


§ 3. As before, in Part I, I conclude that none of these changes 
were directly due to Shakspere’s hand; though in the Folio the 
shifting of the Zrwe Tragedy order of scenes IV, v, iv, vii, vi, p. 47- 
51 into IV. iv, v, vi, vii, doubtless was so. A friend whose judg- 
ment in Shakspere matters I am wont to trust, says his impression 
is that Q3 is a more accurate copy of the original of Qr than the 
print of Qr is. 

§ 4. Miss Lee’s division of the text of Zhe True Tragedie or 
The Whole Contention, Part II, between the men who wrote it, is as 
follows : 


p- 1, 1.1. 3 Hen. VI, I. i. ii. (Cont. se. i, ii.), beginning ‘*I wonder how the 

king escapt our hands,” Marlowe. 

9, 1. 1*. 3 Hen. VI, I. iii. (Cont. sc. iii.) : ‘*Oh flie my Lord, lets leaue the 
Castell,” Marlowe; but Greene had some share in this scene, as the doves, 
ravens, woodcocks, curs, and conies shew. The latter part of Margaret’s 
long speech may have been written by Greene, or by Peele: the second 
writer begins at 1. 130, ‘‘I, now lookes he like a king,” and writes on to 
1. 143, ‘‘ And, whilst we breath, take time to doe him dead.” 

p- 16, 1. 1*. 3 Hen. VI, II. i. (Cont. sc. iv.): ‘* After this dangerous fight and 
haplesse warre,” Marlowe; but the Messenger’s speech is like Greene’s 
work, 

. 21,1. 1. 3 Hen. VZ,II. ii. (Cont. sc. v.) : ‘‘ Welcome my Lord to this braue 
town of York,” Greene and Marlowe; but Clifford’s speech, beginning I. 8, 
‘¢ My gratious Lord, this too much lenitie,” recalls many a passage by Peele. 

. 26,1. 1. 3 Hen. VI, II. iii. (Cont. sc. vi.) : ‘‘ Sore spent with toile as runners ° 
with the race,’” Marlowe. 

. 27, 1.1%. 3 Hen. VI, IL. iv. (Cont. sc. vii): **A Clifford a Clifford,” Greene. 

. 28, 1. 1*. 3 Hen. VI, Il. v. (Cont. sc. viii.): ‘Oh gratious God of heauen 
looke downe on vs,” Il. 1-64, ?Greene!; Clifford’s speech, beginning at 
1, 65 and on to 1. 142, is Marlowe's; while from 1, 143 to the end of the 
scene is like Greene’s—especially from 1. 151. 


ao) tS 


wid 


p- 33, 1. 1. 3 Hen. VJ, III. i. (Cont. sc. ix.), from ‘Come, lets take our stands 
ypon this hill,” Greene. 

p. 34, lL 1. 3 Hex. VI, III. ii. (Cont. sc. x.): ‘‘ Brothers of Clarence, and of 
Glocester,” Greene, down to Richard’s soliloquy, which is perhaps by 
Marlowe. ; 

p- 38, 1. 1. 3 Hen. VI, III. iii.(Cont. sc. xi.) : ‘‘ Welcome Queene Margaret to 


the Court of France,” Greene ; but I doubt whether Warwick’s part in this 
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_ 1 Se, viii. Il. 41-49 with the repetition of the same thought—the harping on 
one string, cf. Greene’s Fanes, iv. p. 202, col. I., Dyce’s Ed.—JANE LEE. 


EEE 


VS SSS eee 
viii § 4. GREENE AND MARLOWE. § 5. HAMBURG LITHOGRAFY. 


. st, top. 3 Hen. VI, IV. vi. (Cont. sc. xvii.): ‘‘ Thus from the prison to this 
ie He ea seat.” ‘The first half—to the entrance of Warwick—by Greene. 


About the second half I am doubtful. ; 
p. §2, 1.1. 3 Hen. VI, V. i. (Cont. sc. xix.) + ‘‘ Where is the post that came 
from valiant Oxford?” probably by Greene and ? Peele; Edward’s part 


p. 52, 1. 53. 3 Hen. VI, IV. viii. 53 (Cont. sc.- SGVINIS)) fs) ioe Sease on the shame- 
p. 55, 1. 5. 3 Hen. VI, V. ii, iii. (Cont. sc. xx.) : ‘‘ Ah, who is nie? Come to 


doubt. 
p. 60, lL. 1. 3 Hen. VI, V. vi. (Cont. sc. xxii.): ‘Good day my Lord, What 
at your booke so hard,” Marlowe. gt 
p. 63, lL. 1. 3 Hen. VI, V. vii. (Cont. sc. xxiii.): ‘‘Once more we sit in 
England’s royall throne,” Greene. 


§ 5. I have again to thank the Hamburg lithografers for the 
excellence of their work. No cause for irritation here, no protests 
against scamping and carelessness, no refusal to let the books go 
out unless the most disgraceful pages are canceld,—as in the case of 
Fenry V Qt and fom. and Jul. Q2,—no need to issue Corrigenda, 
but sound and creditable workmanship, by honest men who take a 
pride in the work they turn out. I am glad to be able to say the 
same of Messrs Brooks and Day’s forthcoming Pericles. 

(In Henry V, Q3, 1608, Messrs Leighton’s reason for putting 
p. ix, the ‘Corrections,’ at the end of the text, instead of after 
p. vili, was that the ‘Corrections’ came after the book was bound, 
and putting them at the end saved breaking-up the book.) 


Ag 


so 


are. 


Containing the Tragedie of 
Richard Duke oft Y orke, and the 
good King Henrie the 


Sixt, 


G Enter Richard Due of Yorke, the Earle of Warwicke, she Duke of 
Norfolke, Marqueffe Monntague, Edward Earle of March, shen 
Crooke backe Richard, and the young Earle of Resland, wisl drum 
and fouldiers, with white Rofes in theer bats, 


Warwicke. 
==,» Wonder how the King efcap’d our hands. 
PA || Torke. Whilft we purfu'd the horfemen of the 
North, 
He flily ftole away and left his men : 
| Whereat the great Lord of Northumberland, 
| Whofe warlike eares could neuer brooke re- 
treat, 
Charg’d our maine battels front, and there with him 
Lord Stafford and Lord Cisford all abreft 3 
Brake in,and were by th’hands of common fouldiers flaine, 
Edward. Lord Staffords Father, Duke of Buckingham, 
Is either flaine os wounded dangeroufly, 
I 


The contention of the two famous Houfes, 
I cleft his Beuer with a downeright blow: 
Father, that this is true, behold his blood. 
(Mont. And brother, heeres the Earle of Wiltfhires blood, 
Whom I encounter’d as the battailes ioyn’d, 
Rich. Speake thou for me, and tell them what I did. 
Yorke, What is your Grace dead my Lord of Somerfet ? 
Norf, Such hope haue all the line of Joby of Gaunt, 
Rich. Thus dol hope to fhape King Henries head. 
War. And fo do J victorious Prince of Yorke, 
Before I fee thee featedin that Throne, 
Which now the houfe of Lancafter vfurpes, 
I vow by heauen, thefe eyes thall neuer clofe. 
This is the Palace of chat fearefull King, 
And that the regall chaire ; Poffeffe it Yorke, 
For this is thine, and not King Hezries heyres. 
Tork, Affitt me then {weet Warwicke, and Iwill: 
For hither are we broken in by force, 
Norf, Weell all affitt thee, and he that flyes fhall die, 
York, Thankes gentle Norfolke, Stay by me my Lords, 
And foldiers ftay you heere,and lodge this night. 
war. And when the King comes offer him no violence, 
Vnleffe he feeke to put vs out by force, 
Rich, Arm’d as we be let's ftay within this houfe, 
War. The bloody Parliament fhall this be call’d, 
Vnlefle Plantagenet Duke of Yorke be King, 
And bafhfull Henry be depofde, whofe cowardife 
Hath made vs by-words to our enemies. 
Yorke, Then leaue me not my Lords : for now I meane 
To take poffeffion of my right. 
War. Neither the King, nor him that loues him beft, 
The proudeft bird that holds vp Lancafter, 
Dare flirre a wing, if Warwicke {hake his bels. 
Ne plant Plantagenet : and roote him out who dares ¢ 
Refolue thee Richard, claime the Englifh Crowne, 


Enter king Henry the fixt,with the D. of Excefter, the Earle of Ner- 


thumberland the Earle of weft merland, and Clifford the Earle 
Cumberland, with red Rofes in their bats. # _ 


Kings 


Yorke and Lancafter. 
King. Looke Lordings where the fturdy Rebell fits, 
Euen in the chaire of State : belike he meanes 
(Back’d by the power of Marwicke that falfe Peere) 
To afpire ynto the Crowne, and reigne as King. 
Earle of Northumberland, he flew thy father, 
And thine Clifford :and you both hauc vow’d reuenge, 
On hin, his fonnes, his fauourites, and his friends, 
North, Andif I be not,heauens be reuene’d on me. 
Clif. The hope thereof, makes Clifford mourne in fteele, 
Weft, What? thall we fuffer this? Let’s pull him downe. 
My heart for anger breakes, I cannot fpeake. 
King. Be patient gentle Earle of Weffmerland. 
Clif. Patience is for Pultrounes, fuch as he; 
He durftnot fit there had your Father liu’d. 
My gracious Lord, heere in the Parliament, 
Let vs affaile the family of Yorke. 
North. Well haft thou fpoken Cofen, be it fo, 
King. O know you not the Citty fauours them, 
And they haue troopes of fouldiers at their becke. 
Exet,But when the Duke is flaine,theyl quickly flye, 
King.Fat be it from the thoughts of Henries heart, 
To makea fhambles of the Parlament houfe: 
Cofen of Exeter, words, frownes,and threats, 
Shal be the warres that Henry meanes to vfe, 
Thou factious Duke of Yorke,defcend my Throne, 
- Tam thy foueraigne. 
Yorke, Thou art deceiu’d, Iam thine. 
Exet, For fhame come downe, he made thee Duke of Yorke, 
Yorke. Twas my inheritance, as the kingdomeis. 
Excet. Thy father was a Traitor to the Crowne. 
war, Exeter thou arta Traitor to the Crowne, 
In following this vfurping Henry. 
Clif. Whom fhould he follow but his naturall King. 
war.True Clifford,and thats Richard Duke of Yorke, 
King. And fhall J ftand while thou fitft in my Throne? 
Tore. Content thy felfe, it muft and fhall be fo, 
war. Be Duke of Lancaftes, let him be King. 
Ia Weft 
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Weft. Why ?he is both King and Duke of Lancafter, 
And thac the Earle of #e/#merland fhall maintaine, 
War, And Warwicke fhall difprooucit. You forgee 
That we are thofe that chac’d you from the field 
And flew your father, and with colours (pred 
Marche through the Citty to the Pallas gates. 
North. No Warwicke, | remember’t to my greefe: 
And by hisfoule, thou and thy houfe fhall rew ir. 
weft. Plantagenet of thee and of thy fonnes, 
Thy kinfmen and thy friends, Ile haue moxe liues, 
Then drops of blood were in my fathers veines. 
Clif. Vrge itno more, leaft in reuenge thereof, 
I fend thee warwicke fuch a meflenger, 
As fhall reuenge his death before | ftirre. 
War. Poore Clifford, how I f{corne thy worthleffe threats. 
Yorke. Will ye we fhew our Title to the Crowne, 
Or elfe our {words fhall pleade it in the field? 
King. What Title haft thou Traitor tothe Crowne? 
Thy Father was as thou art, Duke of Yorke: 
Thy Grand-father Roger Mortimer Earle of March, 
Tam the fonne of Henry the fift, who tam’d the French, 
And made the Dolphin ftoope, and {eiz'd ypon 
Their Townes and Prouinces. 
War, Talke not of France fince thouhaft loft it all. 
King. The Lord Protector loft it, and not J, 
When was crown’d, I was but nine months old, 
Rich. Yare old enough now, and yet methinkes you lofe: 
Father, teare the Crowne from the Vfurpers head, 
Edw, Do fo fweet father, fet it on your head. 
Mont. Good brother, as thou lou'ft and honour’ft armes, 
Let's fight it our, andnot ftand cauilling thus, 
Rich, Sound Drums and Trumpets, and the King will flye. 
Torke, Peace fonnes, 
North, Peace thou, and give King Henry leaue to fpeake. 
King. Ah Plantagenet, why feck’ thou to depofeme ? 
Axewe not both Plancagenets by birth ? 
And fromtwo brothers lineally defcent? 


Suppofe 


Siten.M 

of Yorke and Lancaiter, Li. 
Suppofe by right and equity thou beKing : 
Thinkft thou, that I will leaue my Kingly feate, Tak 
Wherein my.Father, and my Grandfire (ate? 
No, firft fhall warre npeople this my Realme, 
Tand our Colours often borne in France, ft 
And now in England (to our hearts great forrow) 128 


Shall be my winding fheet. Why faint you Lords ? 

My Titles better farre than his. 
War. Proue it Henry, and thou fhalt be King. 
King. Why Henry the fourth by conqueft got the Crowne. 1132 
Yorke. Twas by rebellion gainft his Soueraigne, + 
King. 1 know not what to fay, my Titles weake, 

Tell me, may not a King adoptan heire ? 


War, What then? 135 oe 
King. Then am | lawfull King. For Richard 
The fecond, in the view of many Lords, . + 
_ Refign’d the Crowne to Henry the fourth, 
Whole heire my Father was,and I am his, fo 
Yorke. I tell thee he rofe againft him being his Soueraigne, :) 

And made him to refigne the Crowne perforce, + 
War. Suppofe my Lord he did it vnconfirain’d, 
Thinke you that were preiudiciall to the Crowne? + se 
Exet, No, for he could not fo refigne the Crowne, i 


But that the next heyre muft fucceede and reigne. | 
King. Act thou againft vs Duke of Exeter ¢ | 
Exet, His isthe right, and therefore pardon me. 148 
King. All will reuolt from me,and turne to hin. 

- North, Plantagenet, for all the claime thou laift, | 

Thinke not King Henry thall be thus depofde, it 
War. Depold he thall be in defpight of thee. [+ 
Nor. Tuth Warwicke, thou art deceiu'd : | 

Tis not thy Southerne powers of Effex Suffolke, Norfolke, 136 

And Kent, thac makes thee thus pre(umptuous and proud, 4 

Can fet the Duke vp in defpight of me. 

Ouf. King Henry be thy Title right or wrong, 

Lord (Vifford vowes to a thy sine. 160 

and {wallow me aliue 

May that ground gape ua w 3 Wher, 
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Where! do kneele to him that flew my Father. 

King. O Clifford, how thy words reuiue my foule. 

Yorke. Henry of Lancafter refigne thy Crowne. 
What mutter you ? Or what confpire you Lords ? 

War. Do right ynto this Princely Duke of Yorke, 
Or I will fill the houfe with armed men, 

Enter Soldiers. 

And ouer the Chaire of ftate where now he fits, 
Wrice vp his Title with thy vfurping blood, 

King. O warwicke, heare me {peake : 
Let me but reigne in quiet while I liue, 

Yorke. Confirme the crowne to me, and to mine heires, 
And thou fhalt reigne in quiet whilft thou liu’ft, 

King. Conuey the fouldiers hence,and then I will. 

war, Captaine condu& them into 7athil fields, 

Clif, What wrong is this ynto the Prince your fon? 

war.V Vhat good is this for England and himfelfe 2 

North, Bafe, fearfull, and defpairing Henry, 

Clif. How haft thou wronged both thy felfe and vs? 

Weft, 1 eannot ftay to heare thefe Articles. 

Clif. Nor I, Come cofen lets go tell the Queene, 

North. Be thou a prey vnto the houfe of Yorke, 
And die in bands for this ynkindly deede. 

Clif. In dreadfull war mayft thou be ouercome, 
Or liue in peace abandond and defpifd, Exit, 


Exet, They fecke rcuenge, and therefore willnot yeelde my 
Lord. 


King. Ah Exeter ? 
War. V Vhy fhould you figh my Lord ? 


King .Not for my felfe Lord warwicke, but my fonne, 
VVhom I ynnaturally fhall difinherit. 


But beit as it may. I heere intaile the Crowne 
To thee and to thine heyres, conditionally, 
That heere thou take an oath, 


To ceafe thefe ciuill broyles,and whilft Live 
To honor meas thy King and Soueraigne. 
York, That oath [ willingly take,and will performe, 


War. 


of Yorke and Lancaster, 
Wer.Long liueKing Hesry,Plantagenet embrace him, 
Kg. And long liue thou, and all thy forward fonnes, 
Ti rks Now Yorke and Lancafter are reconcilde, 
Exet.Accurft behe that feekes to make them foes. 
Sound Trumpets, 
- Yorke.My Lord,Tle take my leaue, 
For He to Wakefield, to my Caftle, 
Exit Yorke with his fonnes, 
War, And ile keepe London with my fouldiors, Exit, 
Worf. And ile to Norfolke with my followers. Exit. 
(Mont. and Ito the fea from whence I came, Exit. 


Enter the Queene and the Prince. 
Exet.My Lord, heere comes the Queene, Ile fteale away. 
King.And fo will I. 
QueeneNay ftay,or elfe Ile follow thee, 
King. Be patient gentle Queene,and then Ile fay. 
en, What patience can there be ? ah timerous man, 


Thou haft vndone thy fells cy fonne,and me, 


and giuen our rights vnto the houfe of Yorke. 

art thou a King ,and wilt be for'cft to yeeld 2 

Had I bene there,the fouldiers fhould haue toft 

Me on their launces points,before I would haue 
Granted to their wils. The Duke is made 

Protector ofthe Land : Sterne Fawcoubridge 
Commands the narrow feas : and thinkft chou then 
To fleepe fecure? Iheere diuorce me Henry 

From thy bed,vntill that afte of Parliamenc 

Be recald,wherein thou yeeldeftto the houfe of Yorke, 
The Northerne Lords that haue for{worne thy colours, 
Will follow mine, if once they {ee them {pread, 

and {pread they fhall vnto thy deepe difgrace. 

Come fonne,lets away ,and leaue him heere alone. 

King Stay gentle AZargaret,and heare me {peake. 

Qu. Thou haft {poke too much already, therefore be ftill. 
King Gentle fonne Edward,wilt thou ftay with me ? 
Qucen,1,to be murdered by his enemies. sane 

HCE» 
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Pris, When I returne with viGtory from the field, 
Ile fee your Grace, till then Ile follow her. Exit. 
King, Poore Queene,her loue to me and tothe Prince herfon 
Makes her in furie thus to forget her felfe. 
Reuenged may fhe be on that accurfed Duke. 
Come Cofen of Exeter, ftay thou heere, 
For Clifford and thofe Northerne Lords be gone, 
I feare towards Wakefield, to difturbe the Duke. 


Enter Edward and Richard,and Montague, 
Edw, Brother, and cofen AZontague, gine me leaue to fpeake, 
Rich, Nay, I can better play the Orator. 
Mont, Buc I haue reafons ftrong and forceable. 


Enter the Duke of Yorke. 
Yorke. How now fonnes what ata iarre amongft your felues ? 
Rich. No Father, but a {weete contention, about that which 
concernes your felfe and vs, The Crowne of England father. 
Yorke. The Crowne boy, why Hentries yet aliue, 
~ And I haue fworne that he fhall reigne in quiet till his death. 
Ed, ButI would breake an hundred oaths co reigne one yeare. 
Rich. And ifit pleafe your Grace to giue me leaue, 
Tle fhew your Grace the way to faue your,oath, 
And difpoffeffe King Heary from the Crowne, 
Yorke. | prethe Dicke let me heare thy deuice. 
Rich, Then thus my Lord, 
An Oath is of n0 moment, 
Being not fworne before a lawfull Magiftrate. 
Henry is none, but doth vfurpe your right, 
And yet your Grace ftands bound to him by Oath, 
. Then noble father refolue your felfe, 
And once more claimethe Crowne. 
Yorke. 1, faift thou fo boy ? why then it fhall be fo, 
Tam refolu'd to win the Crowne, or dye, 
Edward, thou fhalt to Edmund Brooke Lord Cobham, 
With whom the Kentifhmen will willinglyrife. 
Thou Cofen Aontague fhalt to Norfolke ftraight, 


Yorkeand Lancafier. 
And bid the Duke to maffer vp his foldiours, 
And come to me to Wakefield prefently, 
And Richard,thou to London ftraight fhalt pofte, 
And bid Richard Neuill Barle of Parwicke, 
To leaue the Citty,and with his men of warre, 
~ To meete me at S.Albones ten dayes hence. 
My felfe heere in Sandal Cattle will prouide 
Both men and mony to further our actempts. 


Now,what newes ? Enter a Meffenger. 


Mef.My Lord,the Queene with thirty thoufand men, 
Accompanied with the Earles of Cumberland, 
Northumberland and Weftmerland, 

With others of the houfe of Lancafter, 
Are marching towards Wakefield, : 
To befiedge you in your Caftle heere, 
Enter Sir Iobn, and Sir Hugh Mortimer. 
Torke.A Gods name let them come. 
Coufin Adontague,pofte you hence, 
And boyes ftay you with me. 
Sir John and fir Hugh Mortimer mine Vnckles, 
Y’are welcome to Sandal in an happy houre, 
The army of the Queene meanes to befiedge vs, 
_ Sir ohn She fhall not needemy Lord, 
Wee'l meete her in the field, 
Yorke. What, with fiue thoufand foludiors, Vnckle ? 
Rich.1 father, with fiue hundred for a need, 
A woman’s Generall,what fhould you feare? 
York, Indeed, many braue battels haue I wonne 
In Normandy,when as the enemie 
Hath bin cen to one,and why fhould I now doubt 
Of the like fucceffe ? Iam refolu'd.Come lets goe. 
Edw, Let’s march away,! heare their drums. 


Alarmes,and then enter the young Earle of 
Rutland and bis Tutor. 
Tutor Oh flye my Lord, lets leaue the Caftle, 
And flye to Wakefield ftraight, 


Ext, 


Enter 
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Enter Clifford, 

Rat.O Tutor, looke whete bloody Céifford comes. 

Clif.Chaplaine away,thy Priefthood faues thy life, 
As for the brat of that accurfed Duke, 

Whofe father flew my father,he fhall dye, 

Tutor.Oh Clifford, {pare this tender Lord, leaft 
Heauen revenge it on thy head : oh fauc his life. 

Cliff Soldiors away,and drag him hence perforce: 
Away with the villaine, Exit Chaplaine. 
How now,what dead already 7 or is it feare that 
Makes him clofe his eyes ? Ile open them, 

Rut.So lookes the pent vp Lion onthe Lambe, 
And fo he walkes infulting ore his prey, 

And fo he turnes againe to rend his limbes in funder, 
Oh Clifford, kill me with thy fword,and 
‘Not with fucha cruell threatning looke, 

J amtoo meane a fubieét for thy wrath, 

Be thou reuendge on men,and let me liue, 

CGf-1n vaine thou {peakeft poore boy: my fathers 
Blood hath ftopt the paflage where thy words fhould enter. 

Rat. Then let my fathers blood ope it againe,he is a 
Man,and Clifford cope withhim, 

Clif.Had I thy brethren heere, their liues and thine 
Were not revenge fufficient for me, 

Or fhould I dig vp thy fore-fathers graues, 

And hang their rotten Coffins vp in chaines, 

It could not flake mine ireynor eafe my heast, 

The fight ofany ofthe houfe of Yorke, 

Isas a fury to torment my foule, 

Therefore till I roote out that curfed line, 

And leaue not one on earth, Ile live in hell therefore, 

Rat.Oh let me pray,before] take my death, 

To thee I pray : Sweet Clifford pitty me. 

(4if.1,{uch pitty as my rapiers point affords, 

Rat. never did thee hurt, wherefore wilt thou kill me? 

Cif. Thy father hath. 


Come blondy (lifford,rough Northumberland, 


. Yorke and Lancaster. 
Rut But twas ere I was borne. 
Thou haft one fonne, for his fake pitty me, 4o 


_ Leaft in reuenge thereof, fith God is iuft, 


He be as miferably flaine as I. 
Oh, let me liue in prifon all my daies, 


~ and when I give occafion of offence, hy 


Then let me die,for now thouhaft no caufe, 

Chif.No caufe ¢ Thy father flew my father,therefore die, 46-7 
Plantagenet, 1 come Plantagenet, ewe 
And this thy fonnes blood cleauing to my blade, 

Shall ruft vpon my weapon, till thy blood 
Congeald with his ,do make me wipe off both. ts2 


Alarmes,enter the Duke of Yorke folus. Liv. 
Yorke. Ah Yorke,pofte to thy Caftle,faue thy life, 
The goale is loft,thou houfe of Lancafter, 
Thrice happy chance is it for thee and thine, 
That heauen abridgde my daies,and cals me hence, 
But God knowes what chance hath betide my fonnes : 
But this I know,they haue demeand themfelues, 
Like men borne to renowe by life or death : 
Three times this day came Rechard to my fight, 
and cried courage,Father : victory or death, 
and twice fo oft came Edward to my view, 
With purple Faulchion painted to the hilts, 
In bloud of thofe whom he had flaughtered. 
Oh harke,] heare the drums.No way to flie? 
No way to faue my life 2 and heere I ftay 
And heere my life muft end. 2b 


Enter the Queene, Cifford, Northumberland, 
and Soldiours. 
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I dare your quenchleffe fury to more bloud - af 
This is the But, and this abides your fhot, F 
Northum.Yeeldto our mercies,proud Plantagenet. 
Ciif,1,to uch mercy as his Sa arme 
2 
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With downeright payment lent vnto my father, 
Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his carre, 
And made an euening at the noone tide pricke. 
Yorke.My athes like the Phenix may bring forth 
A bird that will reuenge it on you all, 
And in that hope I caft mine eyes to heaven, 
Scorning what ere you can afflict me with. 
Why ftay you Lords? what,multitudes and feare2 
Cif.So cowards fight when they can flieno longer, 
So Doues do pecke the Rauens piercing tallents, 
So defperate theeues, all hopeleffe of their liues, 
Breathe ouc inueétiues gainft the Officers, 
Yorke.Oh Clifford,yet bethinke thee once againe, 
And in thy minde ore-runne my former time, 
And byte thy tongue that flanderft him with cowardife, 
Whofe very looke hath made thee quake ere this, 
C4f.1 will not bandy withthee word for word, 
But buckle with thee one twice two for one. 
Queene Hold valiant Clifford, for athoufand caufes 
I would prolong the traitors life a while, 
Wrath makes him deafe,fpeake thou Northumberland, 
Nor.Hold Clifford,do not honour him fo much, 
To pricke thy finger though to wound his heart, 
What valour where it when a curre doth grin, 
For one to thruft his hand betweene his reeth, 
When he might fpurne him with his foote away ¢ 
Tis wares prize to take all aduantages, 
And ten to one,is no impeach in warres, 
Fight and take him. 
Ciif.1, 1, fo ftriues the Woodcoke with the gin, 
North.So doth the Cunny ftrugele with the net, 
Yorke. So triumphs theeues vpon their conquer'd booty, 
So true men yeeld,by robbbers ouer-matcht. 
North,What will your grace haue done with him ? 
Queene. Braue warriours,(liford and Northumberland, 
Come make him ftand ypon this mole-hifl heere 
That aimde at Mountaines with out-firetched atthe, 
And 


Yorke and Lancafer. 
And patted but the fhadow with his hand. 
Was it you that reueld in our Parliament, 
And made a prechment of your high defcent ? 
Where areyour meffe of fonnes to backe you now? 
The wanton Edward ,and the lufty George ? 


_ Or wher’s that valiant crookt-backt prodegy ? 


Dickey your boy, that with his grumbling voice, 
Was wont to cheare his Dad in mutinies ? 

Or mongft the reft,where is your darling Rutland? 
Looke Yorke,I dipt this napkin in the blood, 
That valiant Clifford with his rapiers point, 

Made iffue from the bofome of thy boy, 

And if thine eyes can water for his death, 

I giuethee this to dry thy cheekes withall, 

Alas poore Yorke : but chat I hatethee much, 

I fhould lament thy miferable ftate, 

I prethee grieue to make me merry, Yorke: 
Stampe,raue and fret,that I may fing and dance. 
VVhat,hath thy fiery heart fo parch thine entrailes, 
That not a teare can fall for Rutlands death? 
Thou wouldft be feede I fee,to make me fport. 
Yorke cannot {peake,vnleffe he weare a crowne. 
A crowne for Yorke,and Lords bow lowtohim. 
So,hold you his hands, whilft I do fet it on, 
I,now lookes he like a King. 

This is he that tooke King Henries chaire, 

And this is he was his adopted heyre. 

But how isit that great arte Oe 

Is crownd fo foone,and broke his holy oath, 

As I bethinke me,you fhould not be King, 

Till our Henry had fhooke hands with death, 

and will you impale your head with Henriss glory, 
and rob his temples of the Diadem 

Now in his life,againft your holy oath? 

Oh, tis a fault too too vnpardonable. 


Off with the crowne,and with the crowne his head, 


and whilft we breathe, take time to do him dead, 
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Clif. That’s my office for my fathers death, 
scene. et {tay,and lets heare the Orifons he makes, 

Yorke. She wolfe of France,but worfe then wolues of France; 
Whofe tongue’s more poifon'd then the Adders tooth, 
How ill befeeming is it in thy fexe, 
To triumph like an Amazonian trull, 
Vpon his woes,whom Fortune captivates ? 
But that thy face is vifard-like vnchanging, 
Made impudent by vie of euill deeds ; 
I would affay,proud Queene to make thee bluth, 
To tell thee of whence thou are,from whom deriu’de, 
T’were fhame enough to fhame thee, were thounot fhameleffe. 
Thy father beares the type of King of Naples, 
Of both the (#/les and Jerufalem, 
Yet not fo wealthy as an englifh yeoman, 
Hath that poore Monarch taught thee to infule ? 
It needs not,or it bootes thee not proud Queene, 
Voleffe the Adage muft be verifide; 


That beggers mounted,run their horfe to death, 
Tis beauty,that oft makes bsieesd eer 


ButGod he wots,thy fhare thereof is {mall. 

Tis gouernment that makes them moft admir’d, 

The contrary doth make thee wondred at, 

Tis vertue that makes them feeme diuine, 

The want thereof makes thee abhominable, 

Thou art as oppofite to euery good, 

As the e-fatipodes are vnto vs, 

Oras the South tothe Septentrion. 

Oh Tygers heart wrapt ina womans hide ; 

How couldft thou draine the life blood of the childe, 
To bid the father wipe his eyes withall, 

And yet be feene to beare a womans face? 

Women are milde, pittifull,and flexible, 

Thou indurate,ferne,rough,remorceleffe, 

Bids thou me rage? why now thou haft thy will, 
Wouldft haue me weepe ? why fo,thou hafl thy with. 
For raging windes blow yp a ftorme of teares, 


Yorke and Lancaiter. 
And when the rage alaes,the raine begins. 
Thefe teares are my {weet Rutlands obfequies, 
And euery drop begs vengeance as it fals, 
On thee fell C/#fford,and the falfe French-woman, 
North.Bethrew me but his paffions moue me fo, 
"as hardly I can checke mine eyes from teares. 
Yorke, That face of his,the hungry Cannibals 
Could not haue toucht, would not haue ftain’d with bloud ; 
But you are more inhumane, more inexorable, 
Oten times more then Tygers of Arcadia. 
See ruthleffe Oncexe,a hapleffe fathers teares, 
This cloth thou dipts in blood of my {weete boy, 
And loe,with teares I wath the blood away, 
Keepe thou the napkin,and go boaft of that,. 
And if thou tell the ftory well, 
Vpon my foule the hearers will fhed teares, 
I,euen my foes will hed faft falling teares, 
and fay,alaffe,it was a pitteous deed. 
Here, take the crowne,and with the crowne my curfe, 
and inthy need, fuch comfort come to thee, 
as now] reape at thy too cruell hands, 
Hard harted Clifford,take me from the world, 
My foule to heauen,my blood vpon your heads, 
North.Had he bin flaughterman ofall my kin, 
I could not chufe but weepe with him, to fee 
How inward anger gripes his hart. 
Qu,What, weeping ripe, my Lord Northumberland? 
Thinke but vpon the wrong he did vs all, 
And that will quickly dry your melting teares, 
Cliff. There’s for my oath there’s for my fathers death, 
Queen. And there’s to right our gentle harted kinde, 
Yorke.Openthy gates of mercy gracious God, 
My foule fliesfoorth to meete with thee, . 
ueene Off with his head,and fer it on Yorke Gates, 
So Yorke may ouer-looke the Towne of Yorke, | 


Exewnt omnes 
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Enter Edwardand Richard with Drums and Soldiowrs. 
Edw.Afcer this dangerous fight and hapleffe warre, 
How doth my noble brother Richard fare? 
Rich, cannot ioy vntill I berefolu’d, 
Where our right valiant father is become. 
How often did I fee him beare himfelfe, 
As doth a Lyon midft a heard of Neat, 
So fled the enemies from our valiant Father, 
Methinkes tis pride enough to be his fonne. 


Three finnes appeare in the eAyre. 
Edw.Loe,how the morning opes her golden gates, 

And takes her farwell of the glorious funne, 

Dazle mine eyes,or do I fee three funs ? 

Rich. Three glorious funnes,not feparated by a racking cloud 

But feuered in a pale cleere fhining sky. 

See,fee,they ioyne,embrace,and feeme to kiffe, 

As if they vowd fome league inuiolate. 

Now are they but one lampe,one light,one funne, 

In this the heauens doth figure fome event. 

Edw.\ thinke it cites vs brother to the field, 

That we the fonnes of braue Plantagenet, 

Already each one fhining by his meed, 

May ioyne in one, and ouer-peere the world, 

As this the earth,and therefore hence forward, 

Ile beare vpon my Target,three faire fhining funs, 

But what art chou that look’ft fo heauily ? 

Enter 4 Meffenger. 
Mef-Oh,one that was a wofull looker on, 

When as the noble Duke of Yorke was flaine. 
Edw.Oh {peake no more,for I can heare no more, 
Rich. Tell on thy cale,for I will heare ic all, 
Mef.VVhen as the noble Duke was put to flight, 

and then purfude by C/ford and the Queene, 

and many fouldiors moe,who all at once 

Let driue at him,and forc’ft the Duke to yeeld, 

and 


Yorke and Lancafter. 
And then they fet him onamole-hill there, 
And crown’d the gracious Duke in high defpite, 
VVho then with teares began to waile his fall. 
The ruthleffe Queene perceiuing he did weepe, 
Gauehim a handkercher co wipe his eyes, 
‘ Diptin the blood of {weet young Rutland, 

By rough Clifford {laine: who weeping tooke it vp. 
Then through his breft they chruft their bloody {words, 
VVho likea Lambe fell at the butchers feete. 
Then on the gates of Yorke they fet his head, 
Andthete it doth remaine the pitteous {pectacle 
That ere mine eyes beheld. 

Edw. Sweet Duke of Yorke, our prop to leane vpon, 
Now chou art gone,there isno hope for vs: 
Now my foules Palace is become aprifon. 
Oh would fhe breake from compafle of my breft, 
For neuer fhall I haue more ioy. 

Rich, I cannot weepe, forall my breafts moyfture 
Scarfe ferues to quench my furnace burning hate : 
I cannot ioy till this white Rofe be dy’de, 
Euen in the heart blood of the houfe of Lancafter. 
Richard, 1 bare thy name, and Ile reuenge thy death, 
Or dye my felfe in fecking ofreuenge. 

Edw, His name that valiant Duke hath left with thee, 
His chaire and Dukedome that remaines for me. 

Rich.Nay, ifthou bethat Princely Eagles bird, 
Shew thy defcent by gazing gaint the Sunne, 
For Chaire, and Dukedome ; Throne and Kingdome fay, 
For either that is thine, or elfe thou wert not his, 


Enter the Earle of Warwicke, Montague with drum, 
ancient, and fouldiers. 
War. How now faire Lords : what fare? what newes abroad? 
Rich. Ah Warwicke, fhould we report the balefull newes, 
Andat each words deliuerance, ftab Ponyards in out fieth 
Till all were told, the words would adde 
More anguith then the wounds, 
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Ah valiant Lord, the Duke of Yorkeis flaine. 

Edw. Ah Warwicke, wWarwicke, that Plantagenet 
Which held thee deere ; I, euen as his foules redemption, 
Is bythe fterne Lord Clifford, done to death, 

War, Ten dayes ago | drown d thofe newes inteares, 
And now to adde more meafirre to oe woes: 
Teome to tell you newes fince then efalne, 

After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought, 
Where yourbraue father breath’d his lateft gafpe, 
Tydings as (wiftly as the poft could runne, 

Was brought me of your loffe, and his departure, 
Ithen in London, keeper of the King, 

Muftred my foldiers, gathered flockes of friends, 
And very well appointed as Ithought, 

Marcht to S, Albons to intercept the Queene, 
Bearing the King in my behalfe along, 

For by my Scouts I was aduertifed, 

That fhe was comming, with a fall intent 


To dath your late decree in Parliament, 

Touching King Henries heires, and your fucceffion, 

Short tale to make, we at Saint Albons met, 7 
Our battailesioyn’d, and both fides fiercely fought : 
But whether “twas the coldneffe of the King, 

(He look’d full Peiy on his warlike Queene) 


That rob’d my fouldiers of their heated {pleene. 
Or whether “twas report of his fucceffe, 

Or more then common feare of Cliffords rigour, 
Who thunders to his Captaines blood and death, 
Tcannot tell. Butto conclude with truth, 

Their weapons like to lightnings went and came, 
Our fouldiers, like the Night-Owles lazy flight, 
Or like an ydle Threfher with a flaile, 

Fell gently downe, as if they {mote their friends. 
I cheer’d them vp with iuftice of the caufe, 

With promife of hye pay, and great rewards; 
Buc all in vaine,they had no hearts to fight, 

Nox we in them no hope to win the day, 


of Yorke and Lancafter. 
Sothat wefled. The King vnto the Queene, 
Lord George your brother, Norfolke,and my felfe, 
In haft, pofte haft, are come to ioyne with you. 
For in the marches heere we heard you were, 
‘Making another head to fight againe. 
_  _Edw.Thankes gentle Warwicle 
How farre hence is the Duke with his power ? 
And when came George fromBurgundy to England ¢ 
War. Some fiue miles off the Duke is with his power. 
Bat as for your brother, he was lately fent 
From your kinde Aunt, Dutcheffe of Burgundie, 
With aide of fouldiers’gainkt this needfull warre. 
ich. Twas ods belike, when valiant Warwicke fled, 
Oft haue J heard thy praifes in purfuite, 
But nere till now thy {candall of retire. 
War. Not now my fcandall Richard doft thou heare: 
For thou fhale know that this right hand of mine, 
Can plucke the Diadem from faint Henries head, 
And wring the awefull Sceptet from his fift, 
Were he as famous and as bold in warre, 
Ashe is fam’d for mildeneffe, peace,and prayer. 
Rich. l know it well Lord Parwicke, blame menot, 
Twas loue I bare thy glories made me {peake. 
But in this troublous time, what's to be done? 
Shall we go throw away our coates of fteele, 
And clad our bodiesin blacke mourning Gownes, 
Numbring our wemaries with our beads ? 
Or fhall we on the helmets of our foes, 
Tell our deuotion with reuengefull armes ? 
If for the laft, fay 1, and to it Lords. 
war, Why therefore Warwicke came tofinde you out: 
And therefore comes my brother Montague. 
Attend me Lords, the proud infulting Queene, 
With Clifford, and the hanght Northumberland, 
And of their feather many moe proud birds, 
Haue wrought the eafie melting King like waxe, 
He fware confent to your eee 
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His oath inrolled in the Parliament. 
But now to London all the crew are gone, 
To fruftrate his oath, or what befides 
May make againft the houfe of Lancafter. 
Their power ! geffe them fifty thonfand ftrong, _ 
Now ifthe helpe of Norfolke and my felfe, 
Can but amount to eight and forty choufand, 
With all the friends that thou braue Earle of March, 
Among the louing Welfhmen canft procure, 
Why via, to London will we march amaine, 
And once againe beftride our foming Steeds, 
And once againe cry, Charge vpon the foe, 
But neuer once againe turne backe and flye. 

Rich.Inow methinkesI heare great Warwicke {peake : 
Nere may he liue to fee a Sunfhine day, 
That cries retire, when Warwicke bids him ftay. 

Edw, Lord ¥arwicke, on thy fhoulder will I Ieane, 
And when thou faints, muft Edward fall ; 
Which perill heauen forefend. 

war, No longer Earle of March, but Duke of Yorke, 

The next degree is, Englands royall King s 
And Kin g of England thalt thou be proclaim’d, 
In every burrough as we paffe along : 
And he that cafts not vp his cap forioy, 
Shall for the offence make forfeite of his head, 
King Edward, valiant Richard, Montague, 
Stay we no longer dreaming ofrenowne, 
But forward to effect thefe refolutions, 


Enter a Meffenger. 


Me. The Duke of Norfolke fends you word by me, 
The Queene is comming with a puiffant power, 
And craues your company for {peedy counfell. 

War. Why then it forts braue Lords, 

Let's march away, 


Excunt omnes. 


Enter 


Of Yorke and Lancaster, 


Enter the King and Queene, Prince Rdward, andthe 
Northerne Earles, with dramme and 
Souldiours, 


Queen, Welcome my Lord to this braue Towne of Yorke, 


Yonders the head of that ambitious enemy, 
That fought to be impaled with your Crowne. 
Doth notthe obiect pleafe your eye my Lord? 


King. Euen as the rockes pleafe them that fear their wracke. 


With-hold reuenge deere God, tis not my fault, 
Nor wittingly hauel infring’d my vow. 

(lif. My gracious Lord, this too much lenity 
And harmefull piety muft be layde afide, 
Towhom do Lyons caft their gentle lookes z 
Notto the beaft that would vfurpe his den. 
Whofe hand is that the fauage Beare doth licke? 
Not his that fpoyles his young before his face, 
Who feapes the lurking Serpents mortall {ting ? 
Not he that fets his foote vpon her backe. 
The fmalleft worme will turne being troden on, 
And Doues will pecke, in refcue of their brood. 
Ambitious Zorke did leuel{ at thy Crowne, 
Thou {miling, while hee knit his angry browes, 
He but a Duke, would haue his fonnea King, 
And raife his iffue like a louing Sire, 
Thou being a King, bleft witha goodly fonne, 
Didft giue confent to difinherit him, 
Which argu’d thee a moft ynnaturall Father. 
Vnreafonable creatures feede their yong, 
Andthough mans face be fearefull to their eyes, 
Yet in protection of their tender ones, 
Who hath not feene them euen with thofe fame wings, 
Which they haue fometime vide in fearefull flight, 
Make warre with him, that climbes ynto their Neft 
Offering their owne liues in their yongs defence ? 
For fhame my Lord, make them oe prefident. 
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Were it nor pitty that this goodly boy, 
Should lofe his birth-right through his fathers fault? 
And long heereafter, fay vnto his Childe, 
What my great Grandfather and Grandfire got, 
My careleffe father fondly gaue away? 
Looke on the boy, and let his manly face, 
Which promifeth fucceffefull foreune to vs all, 
Steele thy melting thoughts, 
To keepe thine owne, and leaue thine owne with him, 
King, Full well hath Clifford playd the Oratory 
Inferring arguments of mighty force, 
But cell me, didft chou never yet heare tell, 
That things ill got had euer bad fucceffe, 
And happy euer was it for that fonne, 
V Vhofe father for his hoording wentto hell 2 
I leaue my fonne my vertuons deeds behinde, 


- And would my father had left meno more: 


For all the reft is held at fuch a rate, 
As askes a thoufand times more care to keepe, 
Then may the prefent profite counceruaile. 
Ah cofin Yorke, would thy beft friends did know, 
How it doth greeue me that thy head ftandsthere. 
Queene. My Lord, this harmfull pitty makes your follow- 


ers faint. 


You promifd Knight-hood to your Princely fonne, 


Vnfheath your fword, and ftraight way dub him Knight, 
Kneele downe Edward, 
King. Edward Plantagenet, arife a Knight, 
And learne this leffon, Draw thy {word inrighe. 
Prince. My gracious Father, by your Kingly leaue, 
Me draw it as apparant to the Crowne, 
and in thac quarrell, vfe it to the death. 


North, VVhy that is fpoken likea toward Prince. 


Enter aMeffenger. 
Meff, Royall Commanders, be in readineffe, 
For with a band of fifty thoufand men, 


Comes 


of Yorke and Lancaiter, 
Comes Warwicke, backing of the Duke of Yorke, 
And in the Townes whereas they paffe along, 
Proclaimes him King, and many flyes to him, 
Prepare your battels, for they be at hand. 
Clif.1 would your highneffe would depart the field, 
The Queene hath beft fucceffe when you are abfent. 
Queen. Do good my Lord, and leaue vs to our fortunes, 
King, V Vhy that’s my fortune,therefore Ile ftay ftill. 
Clif. Beit with refolution then to fighe. | 
Priv. Good Father cheere thefe noble Lords, 
Vnfheath your fword, {weet Father cry S. George. 
Clif, Pitch we our battell heere, for hence we wil not moue. 


Enter the boufe of Yorke. 

Edw .Now periur'd Hesry, wilt thou yeeld thy Crowne? 
And kneele for mercy at thy Soueraignes feete ? 

Queen, Gorate thy Minions proud infulting boy, 
Becomesitthee tobe thusmalapert — 
Before thy King, and lawfull Soueraigne ? 

Edw, 1am his Kingiand he fhould bend his knee, 
I was adopted heyre by his confent. 

George, Since when,he hath broke his oath, 
For as we heare, youthat are King 
(Though he do weare the Crowne) 
Haue caufd him by new aéte of Parliament, 
To blot our brother out, and put his owne fonne in, 

Cf. And reafon George : 

Who fhould fucceede the father, bur the fon? 

Rich, Are you there butcher ? 

Clif. 1 Crooke-backe, heere I ftand to anfwer thee, 
Or any of your fort. 

Rich. Twas you shat kild yong Rutland,was it not 2 

Clif, Yes, and old Yorke too,and yet not fatisfied, 

Rich, Pos Gods fake Lords giuc fignall to the fight. 

War. VVhat faift thou Henry? wilt thou yeelde thy crowne? 

Queen. VVhat, long tongu’d Warwickg, dare you {peake ? 
VVhen you and I met at Saint. Albons laf, aa 
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Your legges did better feruice then your hands, 
war. 1, then twas my turne to flye, but now t’is thine, 
Clif-you faid as much before,and yet you fled. 
War. Twas not your valour Clifford droue me thence, 
Nor. No,nor your manhood Warwicksy could make yee ftay. 
Rich. Nortbumberland, Northumberland, we hold 
Thee reuerently. 
Breake off the parley, for fcarfe I can refraine 
The execution of my big fwolne heart, 
Againft that Clifford there, that cruell child-killer, 
Clif, Why Ikildthy Father, cal ft chou him a childe? 
Rich, like a villaine, and a treacherous Coward, 
As thou didft kill our tender brother Rutland, 
But ere Sun-fet [le make thee curfle the deed. . 
King, Haue done with words great Lords, 
And heare me fpeake. 
Queene. Defie them then, or elfe hold clofe thy lips. 
King. I prethee giue no limitsto my tongue, 
I being a King, am priuiledg’d to {peake, 
Clif. My Lord,the wound that bred this meeting heere, 
Cannot be cur'd with words, therefore be fill. 
Rich, Then executioner vnfheath thy {word, 
By him that made vs all, lam refolu'd 
That Ciiffords man-hood hangs vpon his tongue, - 
Edw. What fayft thou Henry, fhall [ haue my right orno? 
Athoufand men haue broke their faftto day, 
That nere fhall dine, ynleffe thou yeeld the Crowne, 
War lf thou deny, their bloods be on thy head, 
For Yorke in iuftice,puts his Armour on, 
Prin, \f all be right that Marwicke {ayes is tight, 
There is no wrong, but all things mutt be right, 
Rich, Whofoeuer got thee, there thy mother @ands, 
For well I wot thou haft thy mothers tongue, 
Queen. But thou art neither like thy Sire nor Dam, 
But like a fowle mifhapen ftigmaticke, 
Markt by the Deftiniesto be auoided, 
As yenom'd Todes, or Lizards fainting lookes. 


Torke and Lancaster. Il. ii. 
Rich,Iron of Naples,hid with englith gilt, 
Thy father beares the titleofa King, + 40 
As ifa channell fhould becaldthe fea; 
Sham’'ft thou not, knowing ftom whence thou art deriu’de 28 
To parliethus with Bnglands lawfull heyres ? ‘ 3 

Edw. A wifpe of ftraw were worth a thoufand crownes, ras 
To make thar fhameleffe callet know her (elfe, tes 
Thy husbands father reueld in the hart of France, Fis0 
And tam‘de the French, and made the Dolphin ftoope s = 
And had he matchte according to his ftate, 152 
He might haue kepr that glory till this day, 

But when he tooke a begger to his bed, 

And grac’ft thy poore fire with his bridall day : 

Then that fun-fhine bred a fhowre for him, +156 
Which wafht his fathers fortunes out of France, + 
And heapt feditions on his crowneat home. 

For what hath mou’d thefe tumults,but thy pride? : 
Hadft thou bene mecke,our title yet had flept, +160 
And we in pitty of the gentle King, 

Had flipt our claime vntill another age. 

George. But when we faw our fummer brought thee gaine, a 
And that the harueft brought vsno increafe, Thee 
We fet the axe to thy viurping roote, 

And though the edge have fomething hit our felues, + 
Yet know thou we will neuer ceafeto ftrike, 

Till we haue hewne thee downe, 168 
Or bath’d thy stove with our heated blouds, 

Edw. Andin this refolution,I defie thee, 

Nor willing any longer conference, 

Since thou denieft the gentle King to fpeake. 172 
Sound trumpets,let our bloudy colours waue, 

And either victory, or elfe a graue. 

Queene. Stay Edward, ftay. + 

Edw.Hence wrangling woman, leno longer flay, + 
Thy words will coft ren thoufand liues to day. tar 


Excunt omnes. 
M Alarms. 
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Alarmes. Enter Warwicke. 
War Sore {pent with coile,as runners with the race, 
Ilay me downe alittle while to breathe, 
For ftrokes receiude,and many blowes repaide, 
Hath robd my ftrong knit finewes of their ftrength, 
And force perforce,needs mutt I reft my felfe, 


Enter Edward. 
Edw. Smile gentle heauens,or {trike yngentle death, 
That we may die voleffe we gaine the day : 
What fatall ftarre malignant frownes from heaten, 
Vponthe harmeleffe line of Yorkes true houfe? 


Enter George, 
George, Come brother come,lets to the field againe, 
For yet there’s hope enough to win the day : 
Then lec vs backe to cheere our fainting Troopes, 
Leaft they retire now we haue left the field, 
War.How now my Lords, what hap ? what hope of good ? 


Enter Richard ranning. 
Rich. Ah Warwicke,why haft chou withdrawne thy felfe? 
Thy noble father in the thickeft throngs, 
Cride ftill for Parwicke, his thrice valiant fonne, 
Vatill with thoufand {words he was befet, 
And many wounds made in his aged breft, 
And ashe tottring fate vpon his fteede, 
He waft his hand to me,and eride aloud, 
Richard commend me to my valiant fonne, 
And ftill he cride,Warwicke reuenge my death, 
And with thofe words he nihten off his horfe, 
And fo thenoble Sa/sbary gaue vp the ghoft. 
War. Then let the earth 2 drunken with his bloud, 
Ile kill my horfe,becaufe I will not flie: 
And heere to God of heauen I make a vow, 
Neuer to pafle from forth this bloudy field, 
Till 


Yorke and Lancaster, 
Till Lam full reuenged for his death, 

Edw,Lord Warwicke,I do bend my knees with thine 
And in that vow now ioyne my foule to thee, 
Thou fetter vp and puller downe of Kings, 
Vouchfafe a gentle vitory to ys, 

Orlet vs die before we lofe the day. 
George, Then let vs hafte to cheere the fouldiors harts 
And call them pillars that will ftand tovs, 
And highly promife to remunerate 
Their trufty feruice,in thefe dangerous warres, 
Rich.Come,come away ,and ftand not to debate, 
For yet is hope of fortune good enough. 
Brothers,giue me your hands,and let vs part 
And take our leaues,vntill we meete againe, 
Where cre it be,in heauen or in earth, 
Now I that never wept,now melt in woe, 
-To fee thefe dire mifhaps continue fo. 
Warwscke farewell. 
War. Away ,away,once more {weet Lords farewell. 
Exeunt onnes. 


? 


Alarmes,and then enter Richard at one doore, 
and Clifford at the other. 


Rich, A Clhifford,a Clifford, 
Clif.A Richard,a Richard, 
Rich.Now Clifford,for Yorke and young Rwél ands death, 

This thirfty {word that longs to drinke thy bloud, 

Shall lop thy limbes,and flice thy curfed heart, 

For to revenge the murders thou haft made. 
Cif. Now Richard,I am with thee heere alone, 

This is the hand that ftab’d thy father Yorke, 

And this the hand that flew thy brother Rutland, 

And heere’s the heart that triumphs in cheir deaths, 

- And cheeres thefe hands that flew thy Sire and Brother, 
To execute the like vpon thy felfe, 


And fo haue at thee, 
M 2 Alarines 
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Alarmes. They fight,and then enters Warwicke and refeues 
Richard and then exennt onmes. 


eAlarmes Still and then enter Henry foluss 
Hen,Oh gracious God of heauen looke downe onvs, 

And fer fome endes to thefe inceffant griefes. 
How like a maftleffe fhip vponthe feas, — 
This wofull battaile doth continue fill, 
Now leaning this way,now to that fide driue, 
And none doth know to whom the day will fall. 
Oh, would my death might ftay thefe ciuill iars { 
Would I had neuer raign’d,nor nere bene King, 
Margaret and Clifford, chide me from the field, 
Swearing they had beft fucceffe when I was thence. 
Would God that I were dead, fo all were well, 
Or would my crowne fuffice,I were content 
To yeeld it them,and liue a priuate life. 


Enter a Soldiour with a dead man ix bis armese 
Soul, IN blowes the winde that profitsno body, 
This man thar I haue flaine in fight today, 
May be poffeffed of fome ftore of crownes, 
And I will fearch to finde them if Ian. 
But {tay ; methinkes ic is my fathers face : 
Oh I,tis he whom I haue flaine in fight. 
From London was I preft out by the King, 
My father he eame on the part of Yorke, 
And inthis confli@ I haue flainemy father: 
Oh pardon God, I knew not what I did, 
And pardon father,for ] knew theenot, 


Enter another foldiour witha dead man. 
2.Som. Lie there thou that foughtft with mefo ftoutly, 
Now let me fee what {tore of gold thou haft. 
But ftay,methinks this is no famous face: 


Ohno,itis my fonne that I haue flaine in fight, 


Yorke and Lancafter, 
Oh monftrous times, begetting fuch cuents, 
How cruell,bloudy,and ironous, 
This deadly quarrell daily doth beget. 
Poore boy, chy father gaue thee life too late, 
And hath bereau’d thee of thy life too foone. 
King. Woe aboue woe, griefe more then common griefe, 
Whil’ft Lyons warre and battaile for their dens, 
Poore Lambes do feele the rigour of their wraths : 
The red Rofe and the white are on his face, 
The fatall colours of our ftriuing houfes. 
Wither one Rofe,and Jet the other flourifh, 
For ifyou ftriue,ten thoufand liues muft perifh. 
1.So#l,How will my mother for my fathers death, 
Take on with me,and nere be fatisfide? 
2,.Soul.How will my wife for flaughiter of my fonne, 
Take on with me and nere be fatisfide ¢ 
King. How will the people now mifdeeme their King, 
Oh would my death their mindes could fatisfie. 
1.Soul.Was cuter fonne forude, his fathers blood to fill ? 
2,Sonl,Was euer father fo ynnaturall, his fonneto kill? 
_ King.Was euer King thus greeued and vexed ftill? 
1.Sonl,\le beare thee hence from this accurfed place, 
For woe is me to fee my fathers face, 
Exit with his father. 
2.So#l le beare thee hence,and let them fight that will, 
For I haue murdered where I fhould not kill, 
Exit with his fonne. 
King.Weepe wretched man, lle lay thee teare for teare, 
Here a a King,as woc begon as thee. 


Alarmesyand enter the Queene, 
Queene. Away my Lord,to Barwicke pale 
The day is loft, our friends are murdered, 
No helpe isleft for vs,therefore away, 


Enter Prince Edward. 
Prince,Oh fathet flie,our men haue left the field, 


M 3 Take 
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Take horfe (wect father, let vs faue our felues. 
Enter Exeter. . 
Exet, Away my Lord, for vengeance comes along with him : 
Nay ftand not to expoftulate,make hatte, 
Or elfe come after, Ile away before. : 
K,HenNay {tay good Exeter, for Ie along with thee. 


Enter (lifford wounded, with an Arrow 
in his necke. 
Clif. Heere burnes my Candle our, 
That whilft it lafted,gaue King Henry light, 
Ah Lancafter,] feare thine ouerthrow, 
More then my bodies parting from my foule, 
My loue and feare glude many friends to thee, 
And now I die,that tough commixture melts, 
Impairing Henry sBrecetbcie mifproud Yorke, 
The common people {warme like fummer flies, 
And whether flies the Gnats,but to the funne? 
And who fhines now, but Henries enemy ? 
Oh Phabus,had{t thou never giuen confent, 
That Phaeton fhould checke thy fiery Reedes, 
Thy burning carre had neuer {corcht the earth, 
And Henry, hadft thou liu’d as Kings fhould do, 
Andas thy father and his father did, 
Giuing no foote vnto the houle of Yorke, 
T and ten chonfand in this wofull Land, 
Had left no mourning widdowes for our deaths, 
And thou this day hadft kept thy thronein peace, 
For what doth cherifh weeds, but gentle aire ¢ 
And what makes robbers bold, but lenity ? 
Bootleffe are plaints,and cureleffe are my wounds, 
No way to flie,no ftrength to hold out flight, 
The foc is mercileffe and will not pitty me, 
And at their hands I haue deferude no pitty, 
The ayre is got into my bleeding wounds, 
And much effufe of blood doth make me faint, 
Come Yarke and Richard,warwicke and the reft, 


Yorkeand Lancaster. 
I ftab’d your fathers,now come fplit my brea, 


Enter Edward, Richard, Warwicke, and Souldi 
Edw Thus farre our fortunes keepes Dieasnenty 
_ Courfe,and we are grac’d with wreaths of victory, 
Some troopes purfue the bloudy minded Queene 
That now towards Barwick doth pofte amaine, : 
But thinke you that Clifford is fled away with them ? 
WarNo,tis impoffible he fhould efcape, 
Eor though before his face fpeake the words, 
Your brother Richard markt him for the eraue. 
And where fo ere he. be, warrant him dead, 
Clifford grones, aud then dies, 
Edw Harke,what fouleis this thar takes his heauy leaue ? 
Rich.A deadly grone,like life and deaths departure. 
Edw.See who it is,and now the battailes ended, 
Friend or foe,let him be friendly vfed. 
Rich,Reuerfe that doome of mercy, for tis Clifford, 
Who kild our tender brother Retland, 
And ftab’d our Princely father,Duke of Yorke, 
War.From offthe gates of Yorke fetch downe the 
Head, Your fathers head which Clifford placed there : 
Inftead of that,let his fupply the roome. 
Meafure for meafure muft be anfwered, 
Edw Bring forth that fatall Sericchowle to our houfe, 
That nothing fung to vs but bloud and death, 
Now his euill boding tongue no more fhall {fpeake. 
War J thinke his vnderftanding is bereft, 
Say Clifford,doft thou know who {peakes to thee ? 
Darke cloudy death ore-fhades his beames of life, 
And henor fees nor heares vs what we fay, 
Rich,Oh would he did,and fo perhaps he doth, 
And tis his pollicy that in the time of death, 
He might auoid fuch bitter ftormes as he 
In his houre of death did giue ynto our father. 


— George Richard, if chou thinkeft fo,vex him with eager words 


Rich, Clifford,askemercy and obtaine no grace, 


Edw, 


The contention of the two famous Honfes, 
Edw, Chifford,repent in bootleffe penitence. 
War Clifford devife excufes for thy fauic. 
George. Whil’ft we deuife fell tortures for thyfault, 
Rich, Thou pittied(t Yorke,and Lam fonne to Yorke. 
Edw.Thou pittiedft Retland,and I will pitty thee. 
George, Where's captaine AZargaret to fenceyou now? 
War They mocke thee Clifford, (weare as thou wat wout, 
Rich, What,not an oath 7 Nay then [know hee's dead 
Tis hard when Clifford cannot foord his friend an oath, 
By this I know hee’s dead,and by my foule, 
Would this right hand buy but an houres life, 
(That Lin all contempt might raile at him) 
Ide cut it off,and wich the iffuing bloud, 
Stifle the villaine, whofe ane thirft, 
Yorke and young Rutland could not {atisfie. 
War.1,out he is dead,off with the traitors head, 
And reare it in the place your fathers ftands. 
And now to London with triuinphant march, 
There to be crowned Englands lawfull King. 
From thence (hall w’arwicke croffe the feas to France, 
And aske the Lady Bona for thy Queene, 
So fhalc thou finew both thefe landes together, 
And hauing France thy friend,thouneeds not dread 
The f{cattered foe that hopes to rife againe. 
And though they cannot greatly Ring to hurt, 
Yet looke to haue them bufie to offend thine cares. 
Firft, Ie fee the Coronation done, 
And afterward Ile croffe the feas to France, 
To effect this marriage, if it pleafe my Lord. 
Edw,Euen as thou wilt good Warwickelet it be. 
But firlt before we goe,George knecle downe, 
We here create thee Duke of Clarence, 
And gire thee with the (word. 
Our younger brother Richard, Duke of Gloffer. 
Warwicke as my felfe fhall do and vido as himfelfe pleafeth beft. 
Rich. Letme be Duke of Clarence, George of Glofter, 
For Glofters Dukedome is too ominous. 


War. 


of Yorke and Lancafter. 
Par, Tuth,that’s a childith obferuation. 
Richard,be Duke of Gloffer : Now to London, 
To fee thefe honours in poffeffion. Exetint omnes. 


Exter two Keepers with Bow and -Arrowes. 
Keeper.Come,lets take our ftands vpon this hill, 
And by and by the Deere will come this way. 
But ftay,heere comes a man,lets liften hima while. 


Enter King Henry difguifed. 
Hen.From Scotland am I ftolne euen of pure loue, 
And thus difguifde to greete my native Land, 
No Henry,no,itisnoland of thine, 
No bending knee will call chee Cefar now, 
No humble furers {ues to thee for right. 
For how canft thou helpe them,and not thy felfe ? 
Keeper.1 marry fir,heere’s a Deere,his skinne is a 
Keepers fee.Sirra ftand clofe,for as I thinke, 
_ Thisis the King,King Edward hath depofde, 
Hen,My Queene and Sonne, poore foules are gone to France, 
AndasI heare,the great commanding Warwicke, 
To intreate a marriage with the Lady Bona, 
Tf this be true,poore Queene and Sonne, 
Your labour is but {pent in vaine, 
For Lewis is a Prince foone won with words, 
And Warwicke is a fubtle Oratour, 
He laughes, and faies his Edward is inftalde. 
She weepes,and faies her Henry is depofde. 
He on his right hand asking a wife for Edward, 
She on his left fide,crauing aide for Henry. 
Keeper. What art thou that talkes of Bites and Queens? 
Hen.More then I feeme, for leffe 1 fhould not be. 
A manat leaft,and more I cannot be, 
And men may talke of Kings,and why not I? 
Keeper.1,but thou talkes,as if thou wert a King thy felfe, 
Hen.Why fo Tam in minde,though not in fhew ? 
Keeper. And if thoube a King, where is thy Crowne? 
N Henry. 
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__ Hen. My Crowneis in my heart,not on my head, 
My crowne is cald Contertt,a crowne that 
Kings do fildome times enioy. 

Keeper. And if thou be a King crownd with content, 
Your crowne content and you,muft be content 
To go with vs ynto the Officer, for as we thinke, 
You are our quondam King, ne Edwardhath depofde, 
And therefore we charge you in Gods name and the Kings, 
To goalong with vs vnto the Officers. 

Hen-<Gods name be fulfild,your Kings name be 
Obeyde,and be you kings, command and Ile obey. 
Exenunt omnes, 


Enter King Edward, (larence and Glofter, Montague, 
Haftings and the Lady Grey. 
K.Edw.Brothers of Clarence,and of Glofter, 
This Ladies husband here,Sir Richard Grey, 
At the battaile of S, d/bones did lofe his life, 
His lands then were feiz'd on by the conqueror. 
Her fute is nowto repoffeffe thofe lands, 
And fith in quarrell of the houfe of Yorke, 
The noble gentleman did lofe his life, 
In honour we cannot denie her fute. 
Glo. Your highneffe fhall do well to grant itthen, 
K.£dw.1,fo I will,but yet Ile make a paufe, 
Glo,J,is the winde in that doore ? 
Clarence,\ fee the Lady hath fome thing to grant, 
Before the King will grant her humble fue. 
Gle.He knowes the game,how well he keepes the wind, 
K.Edw.Widow,come fome other time to know our mind, 
La,May it pleafe your Grace, 1 cannot brooke delaies, 
T befeech your highneffe to difpatch me now. 


K.&d. Lords giue vs leaue, we meane to try this widowes wit. 


(74.1, good leaue haue you. 
Glo,For you will haue leaue,till youth take leane, 
And leaue you to your crouch. 


K.E4,Come hither widow, how many children haft thou? 


Cla, 


of Yorke and Lancafter. 
(74.1 thinke he meanes to beg a childe on her. 
Glo,Nay whip me then,hee'l rather giue her two, 
La.Three, my moft gracious Lord. 
Glo, You fhail haue foure ifyou will be rulde by him. 
K.Ed,Wer't not pitty they fhould lofe their fathers lands ? 
| DLa.Be pittifull chen dread Lord,and grant it them. 
K.€dw Me tell thee how thefe lands are to be got. 
14.So fhall you binde me to your highneffe feruice, 
K.Edw.What feruice wilt thou do me,if 1 grantit them ? 
La.Euen what your highneffe fhall command, 
lo.Nay then widow Ile warrant you all your 
Husbands lands, if you grant to do what he 
Commands. Fight clofe,or in good faith 
You catch a clap. 
Cla.Nay I feare her not ynleffe fhe fall, 
Glo.Marry godsforbot man, for hee'l take vantage then, 
La.Why ftops my Lord, fhall Inot know my taske 
K.&dw.An eafie taske,tis but to loue a King. 
La.That’s foone performd,becaufe I ama fubiec. 
K.Ed,Why then thy husbands lands I freely giue thee. 
La.\ take my leaue with many thoufand thanks. 
Cla. The match is made, fhe feales it with a curtfie. 
K.&dw.Stay widdow ftay,what loue doft thou thinke 
I {ue fo much to get? 
La.My humble feruice, fuch as fubie&ts owes, and the lawes 
commands, 
K,Edw.No by my rroth,] meant no fuch loue, 
But to tell thee the troth,I aime to lie with thee, 
La.Totell you plaine my Lord,I had rather lie in prifon, 
K.Ed,Why then thou canft not get thy husbands lands. 
La. Then minehonetty fhall be my dower, 
For by that loffe I will not purchafe them, 
_ K.€dw. Herein thou wrongftthy children mightily. 
La.Herein your highneffe wrongs both them and 
Me,but mighty Lord,this merry inclination 
Agrees not with the fadneffe oy fute, 
Pleafe it your highneffe to difmiffe me,cither with J os no. 
N 2 K. Edw. 
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The contention of the two famous Houfes, 
K.Edw.1,if thou fay Ito my requeft, 
No, if thou faynotomy demand. — 
Lady, Thenno my Lord,my fute is at an end. 
Glo. The widdow likes himnot, fhe bends the brow. 
Cla.Why he is the blunteft wooer in Chriftendome. 
K.Edw. Her lookes are all repleate with maiefty, 
One way or other fhe is for a King, 
And fhe thalibe my loue or elfe my Queene. 
Say that Ring eee tooke thee for his Queene. 
Lady Tis better faid then done,my gracious Lord, 
Iam a fubie& fit to ieft withall, 
But farre vnfit to be a Soueraigne. 
King Edw.Sweete widdow,by my ftate I {weare,I {peake 
No more then what my heart intends, 
And that is to enioy thee for my Loue. 
Lady, And that is more then I will yeeld vnto, 
I know I amtoo bad tobe your Queene, 
And yet too good to be your Concubine. 
K.Edw. You cauill widdow,! did meane my Queene. 
La.Y our grace would be loath my fons fhold call you father. 
K.Edw.No morethen when my daughters call thee mother. 
Thou art a widdow,and thou haft fome children, 
And by Gods mother,I being but a batchellor, 
Haue other fome.Why tis a happy thing 
Tobe the Father of many children. 
Argueno more,for thou fhalt be my Queene. 
Clo. The ghoftly father now hath done his thrift. 
(7a, When he was made a fhriuer, ‘twas for fhift. 
K.Edw.Brothers,you mufe what talke the widdow 
And Ihaue had,you would thinke it ftrange 
If [fhould marry her. 
Cla.Marry her my Lord,to whom 2 
K.Edw, Why Clarence to my felfe, 
Glo. That would be ten dayes wonder at the leaft. 
(la,Why that’s a day longer then a wonder lafts. 
Glo, And fo much more are the wonders in extremes, 
K. Edw. W ell, ieaft on brothers,1 can tell you,her 
Sute 


of Yorke and Lancaffer, 
Sute is granted for her husbands lands, 


Enter a Meffenger. 
Meff.And it pleafe your grace, Henry your foe fs 
_ Taken,and broughtas prifoner to your Pallace gates, 
K. Edw. Away with him,and fend himto the Tower, 
. And lets go queftion with the man abont 
His apprehenfion.Lords along, and vie 
This Lady honourably. Exennt omues, 


Manet Gloster and Speakes. 
Glo.1, Edward will v{c women honorably, 
Would he were wafted, marrow,bones and all, 
That from his loynes no iflue might fucceed, 
To hinder me from the golden time I looke for, 
For J amnot yet tookt on in the world, 
’ Firftis there Edward,Clarence,and Henry, 
4 And his fonne,and all they looke for iffue 
Of their loynes, ere I can plant my felfe. 
A cold premeditation for my purpofe, 
What other pleafure is there in the world befide ? 
J will go clad my body in gay ornaments, 
And lull my felfe within a Ladies lap, 
And witch {weer Ladies with my words and lookes, 
Oh monftrous man,to harbour fucha thought ! 
Why loue did fcorne me in my mothers wombe. 
And for I fhould not deale in her affaires, 
She did corrupt fraile nature in the flefh, 
And plac’d an envious mountaine on my backe, 
Where fits deformity to mocke my body, 
To dry mine arme P like a withered fhrimpe, 
To make my legs of an vnequall fize, 
And am I thena man to be belou’d? 
Eafier for me to compaffe twenty crownes. 
Tut I can {mile, and murder when I {mile, 
I cry content,to that which greeues me moft, 
T can adde coloursto the Coe 
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And for aneed change fhapes with Protheus, 


i And fet the afpiring Catalin to {choole, 
ag Can I do this,and cannot get the Crowne ? 
T 195 Tuth,were it ten times higher, Ile pull ic downe, Exit. 
Mil. iii. Enter King Lewis and the Lady Bona, Queene Margaret Prince 
Bag Edward, and Oxford,with others. 
T Lewis,Welcome Queene Margaret, to the Court of France, 
T3 It fits not Lewss to fit while thou doft {tand, 
12,16 Sit by my fide, and heere I vow to thee, 
T2940 Thou fhalt haue aide to repoffeffe thy right, 
* and beate proud Edward fromhis vfurped feate, 
* and place King Henry in his former rule. 
T 24 Cael humbly thanke your royall Maiefty, 
* And pray the God of heauen to bleffe thy ftate, 
* Great King of France,that thus regards our wrongs. 
Enter Warwicke. 
ine Lewis. How now, who is this? , 
ie Queen.Our Earle of Warwicke,Edwards cheefeft friend. 


ib Lewis, Welcome braue Warwicke,what brings thee to Frasce? 
War.From worthy Edward ,King of England, 
My Lord and Soueraigne,and thy vowed friend, 
I come in kindneffe and vnfained loue, 
Fitft to do greetings to thy royall perfon, 
And then to craue a league of amity, 
And laftly to confirme that amity 
With nuptiall knot,ifthou vouchfafe to grant 
That vertuous Lady Bona thy faire fitter, 
To Englands King in lawfull marriage. 
2u.And if this go forward,all our hope is done. 
war. And gracious Madame,in our Kings behalfe, 
Zam commanded with your loueand fauour, 
Humbly to kiffe your hand,and with my tongue, 
To tell the paffions of my Soueraignes heart, 
Where fame late entring at his heedfull cares, 
Hath plac’d thy glorious image and thy vertues. 
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Queene. King Lewis and Lady Bona,heare me f peake 
Before you anfwere Warwicke or his words, : 
For he it is hath done vs all thefe wrongs, 

War Iniurious Margaret, 

Prince Edw, And why not Queene ? 

War Becaufe thy father Henry did vfurpe, 

And thouwno more art Prince then fhe is Queene, 
Ox. Then Warwicke difanuls great John of Gaunt, 
That did fubdue the greateft part of Spaine, 
And after Lobn of Gaunt, wife Henry the fourth, 
Whofe wifedome was a mirrour to the world. 
and after this wife Prince Henry the fift, 
Who with his proweffe conquered all France, 
From thefe our Henry is lineally defcent. 
war.Oxford,how haps that in this fmoothe difcourfe, 
You told not how Henry the fixt had loft 
All chat Henry the fift had gotten, 
Methinkes thefe Peeres of France fhould {mile at that, 
But for the reft,you tell a pedigree 
Of threefcore and two yeares,a filly time 
To make prefcription for a kingdomes worth, 
Oxf, Why Warwicke,canft thou deny thy King, 
Whom thou obeyedft thirty and eight yeares, 
and bewray thy treafons with a blufh? 
war.Can Oxford that did euer fence the right, 
Now buckler falfhood with a pedigree? 
For fhame leaue Henry,and call Edward king. 
Oxf.Call him my king,by whom minc elder 
Brother the Lord Awbray Vere was done to death, 
And more then fo,my father even in the 
Downefall of his mellowed yeares, 
When age did call him to the doore of death2 
No warwicke,no, whil'ft life vpholds this arme, 
This arme vpholds the houfe of Lancaffer. 
War. And I the houfe of Yorke. 

K Lewis. Queene Margaret ,Prince Edward,and 

Oxford,vouchfafe to forbeare a while, 
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Till I dotalke a word with Warwicke, 

Now Varwicke even vpon thy honor tell me true; 

Is Edward |awfull King, or no? 

ForI were loath co linke with him,that is not lawfull heire, 
War.Thereon I pawne mine honour and my credite. 
Lewis.V Vhat,is he gracious in the peoples eyes ? 
War.The more, that Henry is vnfortunate. 
Lewis. V Vhat,is his loue co our Sifter Bona? 

War Such it feemes, 

As may befeeme a Monarch like himfelfe, 

My felfe haue often heard him fay and {weare, 

That this his loue was an eternall plant, 

The roote whereof was fixt in vertues ground, 

The leaues and frnite maintain’d with beauties funne, 

Exempt from enuy, but not from difdaine, 
Voleffe the Lady Bova quit his paine. 
Lew. Then fifter let vs heare your firme refolue, 
Bona.Y our grant or deniall fhall be mine, 
But ere this day I muft confeffe,when I 
Hauce heard your Kings deferts recounted, 
Mine eares haue tempted iudgementto defire. 
Lew. Then drawneere Queene CAfargaret, and bea witneffe, 
That Bona fhall be wife to the Englifh King. 
Prince Edw. To Edward,but not the Englifh King, 
War. Henry now lines in Scotland at his eafe, 
VVhere hauing nothing nothing canhe lofe, 
And as for you your felfe,our quondam Queene, 
You haue a father able to maintaine your ftate, 
And better ’twere to trouble him then France. 


Sound for a Pofte within. 
Lewis. Heere comes fome Pofte warwicke,to thee or vs. 
Pofte.My Lord ambaffador, this Letter is for you, 
Sent from your brother,Marquefle Adontagne. 
This from our King, vnto your Maiefty. 
And thefeto you Madam, from whom I know not. 
Oxf, Like it well, that our faire Queene and Miftreffe, on 
es 


Yorke and Lancaster. 

Smiles at her newes, when Marwicke frets at his, 

P.Ed.And marke how Lewss {tampes as he were netled, 

Lew. Now Margaret & Warwicke, what are your newes # 

Queen, Mine is fuch, as fils my heart with joy. 

War. Mine, full of forrow and hearts difcontent, 

Lew. What, hath your King married the Lady Gray. 
Andnow to excufe himfelfe, fate vs a pofte of papers? 
How dares he prefume to vie vs thus ? 


Qu. This prooueth Edwards loue, and Warwickes honefty. 


War. King Lewis, I heere proteft in fight ofheauen, 
And by the hope I haue of heauenly blitfe, 
That I am cleere from this mifdeed of Edwards, 
Nomore my King, for he difhonors me, 
And mofthimfelfe, ifhe could fee his fhame. 
Did I forget, that by the houfe of Yorke, 
My father cameto an yntimely death ? 
Did I let paffe the abufe done to thy Neece? 
Did I impale him with the Regall Crowne ? 
And thruft King Henry from his natiuehome? 
And (moft vngratefull) doth he vfeme thus ? 
My gracious Queene, pardon what is paft, 
And henceforth J am thy true feruitor : 
I will reuenge the wrongs done to Lady Bova, 
And replant Hezry in his former ftate, 
. Yes Warwick,le quite forget thy former faults 

If now thou wilt become King Heuries friend. 

War, So much his friend, I his vnfained friend, 
That if King Lewss vouchfafe to furnith vs 
With fome few bands of chofen foldiers, 
He vndertake to land them on our coatft, 
And force the Tyrant from his feate by warre, 
Tis not his new made bride fhall fuccour him. 

Lew.Then at the laft I firmly am refolu’d 
You fhall haue aide: and Englifh meflenger, returne 
In poft, and tell falfe Edward thy {uppofed King, 
That Lewis of France is fending ouer Maskers, 
To reuell it with him, and his new bride, 


Bona, 


204 


207 
T2419 
+220-2 


225 


The contention of the two famous Heufes, 
Bona. Tell himin hope hee’l bea widdower fhortly, 
Ie weare the willow garland for his fake, 
Queene.Tell him my mourning weeds be laide afide, 
And Iam ready to put armour on. 

War,Tellhim from me,that he hath done me wrong, 
And therefore Ile vncrowne him er’t be long. . 
There’s thy reward, be gone. Exit Mef, 

Lewis But now tell me Warwicke what affurance 
I fhall haue of thy true loyalty ? 

War. This fhall affure my conftant loyalty, 

Ifthat our Queene and this young Prince agree, 

Ile ioyne mine eldeft daughter and my ioy 

To him forthwith in holy wedlocke bands. 
Qucene.With all my hart,that match I like full well, 

Loue her fonne Edward fhe is faire and young, 

And giue thy hand to Warwicke for thy loue. 
Lewis.\t is enough,and now we will prepare, 

Toleuie foldiors for to goe with you. 

And you Lord Bonrhon,our high Admirall, 

Shall waft them fafely to the Englith coaft, 

And chafe proud Edward from his flumbring trance, 

For mocking marriage with the name of France. 
War.) came from Edward as Embaffador, 

But I returne his fworneand mortall foe : 

Matter of marriage was the charge he gaue me, 

But dreadfull warre fhall anfwere his demand. 

Had he none elfe to make a ftale but me? 

Then none but J fhall ture his ieft to forrow. 

Iwas the cheefe that raifde him to the Crowne, 

And lle be cheefe to bring him downe againe, 

Not that I pitty Henries mifery, 

But feeke reuenge on Edwards mockery. Exit. 


Enter King'Edward, the Queene, Clarence, Glofter, «Mont. 
Haftings, and Penbrooke, with faleiarss “gue, 


Edw.Brothers of Clarence,and of Glofter, 
What 


| Yorke and Lancaster. 
What thinke you of our marriage with the Lady Grey? 
(/a.My Lord,we thinke as Warwicke and Lewis 
That are fo flacke in iudgement, that they will take 
No offence at this fudden marriage. 
__ Edw Suppofe they do,they are but Lewes and Warwicke, 
And 1am both your King and warwicks, 
And will be obeyed, 
Glo. And fhall,becaufe our King but yet fuch 
Sudden marriages fildome proueth well, 
Edw.Yea brother Richard.are you againft vs too? 
Glo.Not I my Lord,no,God forefend, that I 
Should once gainfay your highneffe pleafure, 
I,and twere pitty to finder them that yoke fo well together. 
Edw. Setting your skornes and your diflikes afide, 
Shew me fome reafons oF the Lady Grey, 
May not be my Loue,and Englands Queene ? 
Speake freely Clarence, Glocefter, 
Montague,and Haftings. 
ClaMy Lord,then this is mine opinion, 
That Warwicke being difhonored in his Embaflage, 
Doth feeke reuenge to quit his iniuries, 

Glo.And Lewis in regard of his fitters wrongs, 

Doth ioyne with Warwicke to fupplant your ftate, 

Ed.Suppofe that Lewis and Warwicke be appeafde, 

By fuch meanes as I can beft deuife, 

CMont.Bur yet to haue ioynd with France in this 
Alliance,would more haue ftrengthened this our 
Comnion-wealth,gainft forraine ftormes, 

Then any home-bred marriage. 

Haft.Let England be true within it felfe, 

We need not France,nor any alliance with them. 
Cla.For this one {peech, Lord Haftings well deferues, 
To haue the daughter and heyre of the Lord Hungerford. 

Edw. And what then ? it was our will it fhould be fo, 

cla.],and for fuchathing too the Lord Scales 
Did well deferue at your hands,to haue the 
Daughter of the Lord Beolele es your 
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The contention of the two famous Houfes, 
Brothers to go feeke elfe-where, but in your madneffe 
You bury brother-hood, 

Edw. Alas poore Clarence, is it for a wife 
That thou art male-content, 

Why man be of good cheere, Ile prouide thee one. 

Cla, Nay, you playde the broker fo ill for yout felfe, 
That ye (hall giue me leaue to make my choife 
AsIthinke good ; and torthat intent 
I fhortly meane to leaue you, 

Edw, Leaue me,or tarry, I am full refolu’d, 

Edward will not be ty’d to his brothers willes. 

2u. My Lords, do me but right, 

Andyou mutt confeffe, before it pleafd his highneffe 
To aduance my ftate to Title ofa Queene, 
That [ was nocignoble from my birth. 

Edw, Forbeare my Loue to fawne vpon their frownes, 

For thee they muft obey, nay fhall obey, 
And if they looke for fauour at my hands. 
Mont. My Lord,here is the Meffenger return’d from France. 


Enter Meffenger. 

Ed, Now firra what letters 2 Or what newes ? 

Mef.No Letters my Lord, 
And fuch Newes, as without your highneffe pardon, 
I darenot relate. 

Ed, We pardon thee, and (as neere as thou canft) tell me, 
What faide Lewis to our Letters? 

(Mef: At my departure thefe were his very wordes. 
Go tell falfe Edward thy fuppofed King, 
That Lewis of France is fending over Maskers, 
To reuell it with him,and his new bride. 

Ed. 1s Lewés fo braue z Belike, he thinkesme Henry. 
But what fayde Lady Bona to thefe wrongs ? 

(Me. Tell him, quoth fhe, in hope heel proue a widdower 
Shortly, Ife weare a willow Garland for his fake. 

Ed, She had the wrong, 
Indeed fhe could fay little leffe. But what faid Henries Queene, 

For 


Yorke and Lancaster. 
For as I heare, fhe was then in place ? 
Mef, Tell him quoth fhe, my mourning weeds be done 
And Iam ready to put armour on, ° 
Ed, Then belike fhe meanes to play the Amazon. 
But what faide arwicke to thefe iniuries ? 
Mef. He more incenfed then the reft my Lord, 
Tell him quoth he, that he hath done me wrong, 
And therefore Ile vncrowne him er’t be long, 
Ed. Ha, durft the Traitor breath out fuch proud words? 
But I will arme me to preuent the worft, 
But what is Warwicke friends with AZargaret ? 
Mef'Imy good Lord,they are fo linkt in friendthip, 
That young Prince Edward marries Marwickes daughter, 
Cla. The elder, belike (Varence fhall hauethe yonger. 
All you that loue me and Warwicke follow me. 
Exit (larence and Somer{et. 
&d. Clarence and Somerfet fled to Warwicke, 
What fay you brother Richard,will you Rand to vs? 
Gio. Imy Lord, in defpight ofall that thall withftand you. 
For why hath Nature made me halt downe right, 
But that I fhould be valiant and ftand to it : 
For if I would, I cannot runne away, 
Edm, Penbrooke, goraife an army prefently, 
Pitch vp my Tent; for in the field this night 
I meane to reft, and on the morrow morne, 
Ile march to meete proud Warwicke,ere he land 
Thofe ftragling troopes which he hath got in France. 
But ere I go, Montague and Haftings , 
You aboue all the reft are neere allyed 
In blood to Warwicke : therefore tell me, 
If you fauour him more then me, or not. ; 
Speake truly, for I had rather haue you open enemies, 
Then hollow friends. 
Mont.So God helpe Montague, as he proues true. 
Haft. And Haffings, as he fauours Edwards caufe, 


Edw, It thall fuffice, Come then let’s march away. 
 Exeunt omnes, 
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Enter Warwicke and Oxford with Soldiors, 

War.Truft me my Lords,all hitherto goes well, 
The common people by numbers fwarme to vs, 
But fee where Somer fet and Clarence comes, 
Speake fuddenly my Lords, are we all friends ? 

Cla.Feare not that my Lord, 

war. Then gentle Clarence welcome vnto Warwicke, 
And welcome Somerfet, [hold it cowardife, 
Toreft miftruftfull, where a noble heart 
Hath pawnd an open hand in figne of laue, 
Elfe might I thinke that Clarence, Edwards brother, 
Were but a fained friend to our proceedings, 
But welcome {weet Clarezce,my daughter {hall be thine. 
And now what refts but in nights couverture, 
Thy brother being carlefly encampt, 
His foldiors lurking in the towne about, 
And but attended by a fimple guard, 
Wemay furprize and take him at our pleafure, 
Our fcouts have found the aduenture very eafie, 
Then cry king Henry with refolued mindes, 
And breake we prefently into his Tent. 

Cla,Why then lets on our way in filent fort, 
For Warwicke and his friends, God and $.George, 

War. This is his tent,and fee where his guard doth ftand, 
Courage my fouldiers, now or neuer, 
But follow me now,and Edward fhall be ours. 

All. A Warvwicke,a Parwicke. 


Alarmes andGlofter and Haftings fies. 
Oxf. Who goes theee y : 


War Richard and Hastings let them go,heere is the Duke, 


Edw. The Duke, why Warwicke when we parted 
Laft,thou calledft me King 

war,|,but the cafe is altred now. 
When you difgrac’ft me in my Embaflage, 
Then I difgrac’ft you ftom being King, 


Yorke and Lancaster. 

And now am come to create you Duke of Yorke, 
Alaffe,how fhould you gouerne any kingdome, 
That knowes not how to vfe Embafladors, 
Nor how to vfe your brothers brotherly, 
Nor how to fhroud your felfe from enemies. 

Edw. Well Warwicke,let fortune do her worft, 
Edward in minde will beare himfelfe a King, 

War.Then for his minde,be Edward Englands King, 
But Henry now fhall weare the Englifh Crowne, 
Go conuay him to our brother Archbifhop of Yorke, 
And when I haue fought with Penbroke and his followers, 
Ile come and tell thee what the Lady Boza faics, 
And fo for a while farwell good Duke of Yorke, 

Exit fome with Edward. 

(la.What followes now ? all hitherto goes well, 
Buc we mutt difpatch fome letters into France, 
To tell the Queene of our happy fortune, 
And bid her come with {peed to ioyne with vs, 

War \ that’s the firft thing that we haue to do, 
And free King Heary from imprifonment, 
And fee him feated in his Regall Throne. 
Come lets hafteaway,and hauing paft thefe cares, 
Ile pofte to Yorke and fee how Edward fares, Exennt omnes. 


Enter Gloffer,Haftings and Sir Willians Stanley. 
Glo.Lord Haftings,and Sit William Stanly, 
Know that the caufe I fent for you is this, 
Tlooke my brother with a flender traine, 
Should come a hunting in this Forreft heere. 
The Bithop of Yorke befriends him much, 
Andlets him vie his pleafure in the chafe, 
Now haue priuily fent him word, 
How I am come with you to refcuehim, 
and fee where the huntfman and he doth come. 


Enter Edward and a Hunt{man. 
Huntf-This way my Lordthe Deere is gone. 
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The contention of the two famous Houfes, 

Fdw. No this way hunt{man, 
See where the Keepers ftand, Now brother and the reft, 
What, are you provided to depart ? 

Glo. I, I, the horfe ftands atthe Parke corner 
Come, to Lin, and fo take fhipping into Flanders: 

Ed, Come then, Hajftings and Stauley, 

I will requite your loues. Byfhop farewell, 
Sheeld thee from Warwickes frowne, 
And pray that I may repoffeffe the Crowne. 
Now huntf{man,what will you do? 

Hunt{, Marry my Lord, I thinke I had as good 
Go with you,as tarry heere to be hangd, 

Edw. Come then lets away with fpeed. Exeunt omnes 


Enter the Queene,and the Lord Risers. 

Riuers. Tellme good Madame, 

Why is your Grace fo paffionate oflate? 
Qe. Why brother Rivers, heare ye not the newes 
Of that fucceffe King Edward had of late ? 

Riuers. What ? loffe of fome pitcht battaile againft Warwick, 
Tuhh, fearenot faire Queene, but caft thofe cares afide. 
King Edwards noble minde, his honours doth difplay $ 
And Warwicke may lofe, though then he got the day, 

Qu, \fthat were all,my greefes were at an end, 

But greater troubles will I feare befall. 

‘Ri. What, is he taken prifoner by the foe, 
To the danger of his royall perfon then? 

Qucen,\ ther’s my greefe,King Edward is furpriz’d, 
And led away as prifoner vnto Yorke, 

Ria, The newes is paffing (trange I muft confeffe ; 
Yet comfort your felfe, for Edward hath more friends, 
Then Lancatter at this time muft perceyue, 

That fome will fet himin his Throneagaine, ° 


Qu, God grant they may ; but gentle brother come, 
And let me leane vpon thine arme awhile, 
Vantill | come vnto the Santuary, 


There to preferue the fruite withinmy wombe, 


of Yorke and Lancafter. 
King Edwards (ced ,true heire to Englands crowne. Exit. 


Enter Edward and Richard, and Haftings, with a 
troope of Hollanders. 
Edw.Thus far from Belgia haue we patt the feas, 
- And marcht trom Rasn{par hauen ynto Yorke ; 
But foft the gates are fhut,  likenor this, 
Rich,Sound vp the drum,and call them to the wals, 


Enter the Lord Mater of Yorke, upon the wals, 
Maior My Lords we had notice of your comming, 
And that’s the caufe we ftand vpon our guard, 
And fhut the gates for to preferue the Towne, 
Henry now is king,and we are fworne to him. 
Edy. Why my Lord Maior,if Henry be your king, 
Edward\ am fure at leaft,is Duke of Yorke. 
Maior. Truth my Lord,we know you for no leffe, 
Edw.) craue nothing but my Dukedome, 
Rich, But when the Foxe hath gotten in his head, 
Hee'l quickly make the body follow after, 
Haft. Why my Lord Maior, what ftand you vpon points? 
Open the gates,we are king Henries friends, 
Maior.Say you fo,then lle open them prefently. 
Exst Maior. 
Rich.By my faith,a wife ftout captaine,and foone perfwaded 


The Maior opens the doore and brings the keies in hes band, 
Edw.So my Lord Maior,thefe gates muft not be fhut, 
But in the time of warre,giue me the keyes: 
What, feare not man, for Edward will defend 
The towne and you, defpight of all your foes. 


Enter Sir Iohn Monntgomery, with drum aud foldiors, 
How now Richard,who is this? 
Rich.Brother,this is Sir Joh Afontgommery, 
A truftie friend, vnleffe I be deceiude, 


Edw.Welcome Sir John. Wherefore come you in armes # és 
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ee Sir Iobn.Tohelpe King Edward in this time of formes, 
4 As euery loyall fubieét ought to do, 
i! Edw .Thankes braue Montgomery, 
t But! onely claime my Dukedome, 
ii Votill it pleafe God to fend the reft, 


Sir Iohn. Then fare you well.Drum ftrike vp and let vs 

March away,I came to ferue a King, and not a Duke, 
Edw.Nay flay fir Joba,and let vs firft debate, 

With what fecurity we may do this thing. 

Sir Lobe .What ftand you on debating ,to be briefe, 

Except you prefently proclaime your felfe our King, 

Ile hence againe,and keepe them backe 

That come to fuccour you, why fhould we fight, 

When you pretend no title? 

Rich,Fie brother, ftand you vpon tearmes ? 

Refolue your felfe,aud let vs claime the crowne. 

Edw. am refolude once more to claime the crowne, 

And win it too, or elfe to lofe my life, 

Sir Iohz 1, now my Soueraigne {peaketh him({elfe, 

And now will I be Edwards Champion. 

Sound Trumpets, for Edward hall be proclaimd, 

Edward the fourth, by the grace of God, king of Exgland and 
France,and Lord of Ireland; and whofoeuer gainfaies King 
Edwards right, by this I challenge him to fingle fight. Long 
line Edward the fourth. 

Al.Long liue Edward the fourth. _ 
Edw.We thanke you all. Lord Maior leade onthe way, 

For this night wee’l harbour here in Yorke, 

And then as early as the morning {unne, 

Lifts vp his beames aboue this horifon, 

Wee'l march to London,to meete with Warwicke, 

And pull falfe Henry from the Regall throne. 

Exeunt omnes. 


Enter Warwicke and Clarence with the Crowne , and then 
King Henry, Oxford, Somerfet and the 
young Earle of Richmond, 
King, 


of Torke and Lancafter. 

King. Thus from the prifon to this princely feate, 

By Gods great mercies am I brought againe, 

Clarence and Warwicke, do you Keepe the crowne, 

And gouerne and protect my Realme in peace, 

And I will {pend the remnant of my daies, 

To finnes rab uke,and my Creators praife, 

War. What anfweres Clarence to his Soueraignes will 2 
Cla.Clarence agrees to what king Henry likes. 
Kiag.My Lord of Somerfet,what pretty boy 

Is that is tion be fo carefull of ? 
Som.\f it pleafe your grace, itis young Mi 

Earle of Rich iond. he ae at 
King. Henry of Richmond,Come hither pretty Lad. 

If heavenly powers do aime aright 

Tomy divining thoughts,thou pretty boy, 

Shalt proue this Countries bliffe. 

Thy head is made to weare a princely crowne, 

Thy lookes are all repleate with Maiefty, 

Make much of him my Lords, 

For this is he {hall helpe you more, 

Then you are hurt by me. 


Exter one with a Letter to Warwicke, 


War.What counfell Lords, Edward from Belgia, 
With haftie Germanes and blunt Hollanders, 
Is paft in fafety through the narrow feas, 
And with his troopes do march amaine towards London, 
And many giddy headed people follow him, 

Oxf. Tis beftto looke to this betimes, 
For if this fire do kindle any further, 
Tt will be hard for vs to quench it out. 

_ War An Warwickfhire I haue true hearted friends, 
Not mutinous in peace,yet bold in warre, 
Them will I mufter vp,and thou fonne (/arence, 
Shalt in Effex,Suffolke,Norfolke,and in Kent, 


Stir vp the knights and Seren sae with thee, ree 


The contention of the two famous Houfes, 
And thou brother Aontague,in Leifterfhire, 
Buckingham and Northamptonfhire fhalt finde, 
Men well inclinde to do what thou commands, 
And thou braue Oxford,wondrous well below'd, 
Shalt in thy Countries mufter vp thy friends. 
My Soueraigne with his loving Cittizens, 
Shall reftin London till we come to him, 
Faire Lords take leaue,and ftand not to reply, 
Farewell my Soueraigne. 
King.Farwell my Hettor,my Troses true hope, 
War, Farwel {weet Lords,lets meete at Couentry, 
All, Agreed, Exeunt omnes, 


Enter Edward and bis trame. 
Edw.Seize on the fhamefac’ft Heary, 
And once againe conuey him to the Tower, 
Away with him, will not heare him {peake. 
And now towards Couentry let vs bend our courfe, 
To meete with Warwicke and his confederates, 
Exeunt omnes, 
Enter Warwicke on thewals. 
war Whereis the pofte that came from valiant Oxford ? 
How farre hence is thy Lord,my honeft fellow ? 
Oxf. pofte. By this at Daintry marching hitherward. 
War.Where is our brother ALontague ? 
Where is the Pofte that came from AZontague ? 
Pofte.\ left him at Donfmsore with his troopes. 
War Say Summerfield, where is my louing fonne? 
And by thy gueffe, how farre is Clarence hence? 
Summer. At Southans my Lord Left him with 
His force,and do expeé him two houres hence. 
War. Vhen Oxford is at hand,| heare his Drum. 


Enter Edward ana. bis power. 
GloSee brother, where the furlie Varwicke mans the wall. 
War.O vnbid fpight,is fpotfull Edward come? 
Where flept our fcouts,or how are they feduc’d, 
That 


3 Hen. VI 
of Yorke and Lancaffer, MEL! 

That we could haue no newes of their repaire ? t 20 
Edw.Now Warwicke wilt thou be forry for thy faults st 

And call Edward king,and he will pardon thee, t23-4 
War Nay rather wilt thou draw thy forces backe, . 

Confeffe who fet thee vp and puld thee downe, t 

’ Call Warwicke Patron,and be penitent ? 

And thou fhalt till remaine the Duke of Yorke, 28 

Glo.thad thought.at leaft he would haue {aid the king. + 


Or did he make the ieaft againft his will. 
War Twas Warwicke gaue thekingdome to thy brother. 
Edw Why then tis mine, if but by warwicks gift. 
war.\,but thou art no .4tlas for {oa greata weight, 
And weakling #arwicke takes his gift againe, 
Henry is my king wWarwicke his fubiect, 
Edw.\ prethee gallant Warwicke tell me this, 
What is the body when the head is off ? 
Glo. Alafle,that Warwicke had no more forehight, 
But whilft he fought to fteale the fingle ten, 
The king was finely fingred fromthe decke. 
You left poore Henry inthe Bifhops pallace, 
And tento one youl meete him in the Tower, 
Edw. Tis euen fo,and yet you are old Warwicke fill, 
_ War.O cheerefull colours, fee where Oxford comes. 


Enter Oxford,with drum and fouldiors, 


Ox.Oxford, Oxford, for Lancaster, Exit. 59 
Ed. The gates are open,fee,they enter in, H 6a 
Lets followthem,and bid them battaile in the ftreetes, - 
Glo.No,fo fome other might fet ypon our backes, tor 
Wee'l ftay till all be entered,and then follow them, + 
Enter Somer fet with Drums and foldiors. 
Sows.Somerfet, Somer(et for Lancafter. 12 
Exit. 
Glo.T wo of thy name,both Dukes of Somerfet, 
Haue folde their lives ynto the houfe of Yorke, 
And thou fhalt be the third, ifmy {word hold, +75 


P. 3 Exter 


84) 


Seay 


s 
0 


jo) 
m 


~ 
Ss 
S 


eee oe 


The contention of the two famous Houfes, 
Enter Montagne, with Drum and Soldiers. 


Mont. Montagne, Montague for Lancafter. Exit. 


Edw .Traiterous Montague,thou and chy brother 
Shall deerely abide this rebellious acte. 


Enter Clarence with Dram and Soldiors. 
War. And loc where George of (larence {weepes along, 
Of power enough to bid his brother battaile. 
((1a.Clarence ,Clarence,for Lancafter, 
Edw. Et tu Brute, wilt thou {tab Cafar too ? 
A parlie firra,to George of Clarence, 


Sound aparlie,and Richard and Clarence whiffers together, and then 
(Clarence takes bis red Rofe ont of his Hate throwes it at Warwick, 


war.Come (larence,come,thou wilt if Harwicke call, 
Cla.Father of Warwicke,know you what this meanes? 
I throw mine infamy at thee, 
I will not ruinate my fathers houfe, 
(Who gaue his blood to lime the ftones together) 
And fet vp Lancafter. Thinkeft thou, 
That Clarence is fo harfh vnnaturall, 
To lift his {word againft his brothers life, 
And fo proud hearted Warwicke I defie thee, 
And to my brothers turne my blufhing cheekes, 
Pardon me Edward,for I haue done amiffe, 
And Richard do not frowne vpon me, 
For henceforth I will proue no more ynconftant, 
Edw .Welcome C/arence,and ten times more welcome, 
Thenif thou neuer hadft deferu’d our hate, 
Glo.Welcome good Clarence, this is brotherly. 
War,Oh paffing traitor,periur’d and yniutt, 
Edw. Now Warwicke,wilt thou leaue 
The towne and fight ? or fhall we beate the 
Stones about thine cares ? 
War.\Why 1 am not coopt vp heere for defence, 
I will away to Barnet prefencly, 


And 


3 Hen 
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And bid thee battaile,&dward if thou dar’ft. 141 
Edw. Yes Warwicke he dares, and leades the way, 
Lords to the field, Saint George and victory. 113 
. Exeunt onmes. 
Alarmes and then enter Warwicke wounded. Vat 
War.Ah, who is nie ? Come to me friend or foe, & 


And tell me who is victor, Yorke or Warwicke ? 
Why aske I that ? my mangled body fhewes, 7 
That I muft yeeld my body to the earth, oo 
And by my fall the conqueft to my foes, 

Thus yeelds the Cedar to the axes edge, 

Whofe armes gaue fhelcer to the princely Eagle, 
Vader whofe thade the rampant Lyon flepr, 

Whofe top branch ouer-peerd /ones {preading tree, 
The wrinckles in my browes now fild with bloud, 
Were likened oft to kingly fepulchers, 

For who liu'd king but I could dig his graue? 

And who durft {mile,when Warwicke bent his brow? 
Loe now my glory {meard in duft and blood, 

My parkes,my walkes,my mannors that I had, 

Euen now forfake me,and of all my Lands, 

Is nothing left me but my bodies length. 


Enter Oxford and Somer fet. 


Oxf. Ah Warwicke, Warwicke,cheere vp thy felfe and liue, 
For yet there's hope enough to win the day. 
Our warlike Queene with troopes is come from France, 
And at South-bampton landed all her traine, 
Andmightft thou liue, then would we neuer flic. 

War.Why then I would not fiie,nor haue Inow, 
But Hercules himfelfe muft yeeld to ods, 
For many wounds receiu’d,and many more repaide, 
Hath robd my ftrong knit finewes of their ftrength, 
And fpite of fpites needs muft I yeeld to death, 

Som. Thy brother Montague hath breath’d hislaft, 


The contention of the two famous Houfes, 
And at the pangs of death I heard him cry 
And fay, Commend me to my valiant brother: 


. And more he would haue fpoke, and more he faide, 


Which founded like a clamour in a vault, 
That could not be diftinguifht for the found, 
And fo the valiant Montague gaue vp the ghoft, 
war. What is pompe, rule, reigne, but earth and duft ? 
And liue we how we can, yet dye we maf, 
Sweet ret his foule, flye Lords, and faue your felues, 
For Warwicke bids you all farewell to meete in heauen. 
He dyes. 
Oxf. Come Noble Somerfet, let’s take our horfe, 
And caufe retreate be founded through the Campe, 
That all our friends that yet remaine aliue, 
May be forewarn’d, and faue themfelues by flight. 
That done, with them weell pofte vnto the Queene, 
And once more try our fortune in the field, 


Exit amb. - 


Enter Edward, (larence, and Glofter, with 
Soldsers 
Edw. Thus ftill our fortune giues vs victorie, 
And girt our temples with triumphant ioyes, 
The big-bon’d traitor #arwicke hath breath’d his laft, 
And heauen this day hath {mil’d vpon vs all. 
But in this cleare and brightfome day, 
Ifeea blacke fulpitious clowd appeare, 
That will encounter with our glorious Sunne, 
Before he gaine his eafefull wefterne beames ; 
Tmeane thofe pow'rs which the Queene hath got in France 
Are landed, and meane once more to menace vs. 
Glo. Oxford and Somerfet are fled to her, 
And’tis likely, if (he haue time to breath, 
Her faction will be full as (trong as ours, 
Edw, Weare aduertifde by our louing friends, 
That they do hold their courfe towardes Tewksbury : 
Thither will we, for willingneffe rids way: 


And 


of Yorke and Lancafter, 

And in euery Country as we paffe along, 

Our ftrengths fhall be augmented. 

Come lets go,for if we flacke this bright fummers day, 
Sharpe winters fhowers will marre'our hope for haie. 


Exeunt omnes. 


Enter the Queene Prince Edward, Oxford and Somer{er, 
_ with Dram and Soldiors. 
Queene Welcome to England, my louing friends of France, 
And welcome Somer{ét, and Oxford too, 
Once more haue we {pread our failes abroad, 
and though our tackling be almoft confumde, 
and Warwicke as ourmaine Maft ouerthrowne, 
Yet warlike Lords raife you that fturdie pofte, 
That beares the failes to bring vs yntoreft, 
and Ned and Jas willing Pilots fhould, 
For once with carefull mindes guide on the fterne, 
To beare vs through that dangerous gulfe 
That heeretofore hath fwallowed vp out friends, 
Prince.And if there be (as God forbid there fhould) 
amongft vs a timerous or fearefull man, 
Let him depart before the battailes ioyne, 
Leaft he in time of need entice another, 
and fo withdraw the foldiours hearts from ys, 
Iwill not ftand aloofeand bid you fight, 
But with my {word preafe in the thickeft throngs, 
and fingle Edward from his ftrongeft guard, 
and hand to hand enforce him forto yeeld, 
Or leaue my body as witnefle of my thoughts, 
Oxf.W omen and children of fo highrefolue, 
And warriors faint, why twere perpetuall fhame, 
Oh braue young Prince,thy noble grandfather 
Doth liue againe in thee, 
Long maift thou liue to beare his image, 
And to renew his glories, 
Som, And he that turnes and flies when fuch do fight, 
Let himto bed, and like the Owle by day 
QL 
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Be hift, and wondered at if he arife. 
Enter a Meffenger. 
Meff. My Lords, Duke Edward with a mighty power 
Is marching hitherwards to fight with you. 
Oxf, I thought it was his policy to take vs vnprouided., 
But here will we ftand and fight it to the death, 


Enter K.Edward,(larence,Glofter,Haftings and fouldiers. 
Edw. See brothers, yonder ftands the thorny wood, 

Which by Gods affiftance, and your proweffe, 

Shall with our {words ere night be cleane cut downe, 
Queen. Lords, Knights, and Gentlemen, what I fhould fay 

My ceares gainfay, For as you fee, I drinke 

The water of mine eyes. Then no more but this : 

Henry our King is prifoner in the Tower, 

His land, and all our friends, are quite diftreft, 

And yonder ftands the Wolfe that makes all this s 

Then on Gods name Lords together cry, Saint George. 
ell. Saint George for Lancafter. 


Alarmes to the battell, Yorke flies, thenthe chambers be difcharged 
Then enter the King, Clarence, Glofter and there/t making a great 
font, and cry, for Yorke, for Yorke, and thenthe Queene, Prince, 
Oxford, and Somerfet are taken, andtben found and enter all ae 
AMC. 
Edw. Lo here a period of tumultuous broyles, 
Away with Oxford to Hames Caftle ftraight. 
For Somerfet, off with his guilty head, 
Away, Iwill not heare them fpeake. 
Oxf. For my part Ile not trouble thee with words, Exit Oxf, 
Som.Nor I, but ftoop with patience to my death. Exit Sum. 
Edw. Now Edward, what fatisfaction canft thou make 
For ftirring vp my fubieéts to rebellion? ; 
Prin. Speake like a fubie& proud ambitious Yorke; 
Suppofe that I am now my fathers mouth, 
Refigne thy chaire,and where I ftand, kneele thou, 
WhilftI propofe the felfefame words to thee, 


of Yorke and Lancafter, 
Which Traitor thou wouldft haue me anfwer to, 
Qx. Oh that thy father had bene fo refolu'd. 
Glo, That you might ftill haue kept your peticote 
And nere haue ftolne the breech from Lancafter, 
Prin. Let e&/op fable ina winters night, 
- His currifh Riddles forts not with this place. 
Glo, By heauen brat,ile plague you for that word. 
Qzx, 1, thou waft borne to bea plague to men. 
Glo. For Gods fake take away this captiue {cold, 
Prin, Nay take away this {colding Crooke-backe rather, 
Edw. Peace wilfull boy, or I will tame your tongue. 
Cla. Vatutor'd Lad, thou art too malapart. 
Prin, Tknow my duty, you are all vndutifull. 
Lafciuious Edward, and thou periur’d George, 
And thou mifhapen Dicke, I tell you all 
Lam your better, Traitors as you be. 
Edw, Take that, thou likeneffe of this railer here. Stabs him. 
Qz. Oh kill me too, 
Glo. Marry andfhall, 
Ed. Hold Richard hold, for we haue done too much alreadie, 
Glo. Why fhould fhe liue to fill the world with words¢ 
Ed, What doth fhe fwound ? 
Make meanes for her recouery. 
Glo, Clarence, excufe me to the King my brother 
I muft to London on a ferious matter, 
Ere you come there, you fhall heare more newes. 
Cla. About what, prethee tell me? 


Glo. The Tower man, the Tower: Ile roote them out, 
Exit Glofter. 


#. Ah Ned, fpeake to thy Mother boy: 
Ah, thou canft not fpeake. 
Traitors, Tyrants, bloody Homicides, 
They that ftab’d Ca/ar fhed no blood acall, 
Forhe was aman; this, in refped a childe, 
And men nere {pend their fury on a childe. 


What's worfe then Tyrant that I may not pame? 
Qz 
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You haue no childyen diuels, if you had, 

The thought of them would then have ftopt your rage, 

But if you ever hope to hauea fonne, 

Looke in his youth to haue him fo cucoff, 

Astraitors you haue done this fweet young Prince. 

Edw. Away,and beare her hence. 
Oucene.Nay nere beare me hence, difpatch 

Me heere, heere fheathe thy fword, 

He pardon thee my death.Wilr thou not 2 

Then Clarence,do thou do it, 

1712 (la.By heauen I would not do thee fo much eafe. 

t Oucene.Good (larence do, {weet Clarence kill me too, 
Cla.Didft thou not heare me {weare I would nat do ir? 
Queen.1,but thou vie to forfweare thy felfe, 

Twas finne before, but now tis charity. 

Where’s the diuels butcher,hard-fauoured Richard, 

Richard where art thou ? He is not here, 

Murder is his almes-deed, 

Petitioners for blood,hee'l nere put backe, 

Edw. Away I fay,and take her hence perforce, 
24,Sa come to you and yours,as to this Prince. Exit. 
Edw.Clarence,whether is Glofter gone ? 
Cla.Martry my Lord to London,and asI gueffe, 
To makea bloody {upper in the Tower. ; 
Edw He is fudden ifa thing come in his head. 

Well difcharge the common foldiors with pay 

and thanks, and now lets toward London, 

To fee our gentle Queene how fhe doth fare, 

For by this I hope fhe hatha fonne for vs, Exeunt omnes. 


Enter Glofter to King Heury inthe Tower, 

Glo.Good day my Lord. What at your booke fo hard 2 

Hen my good Lord.Lord I thould fay rather, 
Tis Ginne to flatter, g00d was little better, 
Good Glofter,and good Diuell, were all alike, 
What fcene of death hath Rofixe now to agte 2 

Glo,Sufpition alwaies haunts a guilty minde, 

Hen, 


of Yorke and Lancater. 

Hen, The bird once limde,doth feare the farall buh 
AndI the haplefle maile to one poore bird, ‘ 
Haue now the fatall obie&tin mine eie, 

Where my poore young was limde,was caught and kild, 

Glo, Why what a foole was that of Creete? 

That taught his fonne the office ofa bird, 
And yet for all that the poore Fowle was drownd, 

Hen.1 Dedalus,my poore fonne /earss, 

Thy father A¢izos that denide out courfe, 
Thy brother Edward,cthe funne that fearde his wings, 
And thou the enuieft gulfe that fwallowed him, 
Oh better can my breaft abide chy daggers point, 
Then can mine cares that tragicke hiftory. — 
Glo.Why doft thou thinke J am an executioner ? 
Hen.A perfecutor I am (ure thou art, 
And if murdering innocents be executions, 
Then I know thou art an executioner. 
Glo. Thy fonne I kild for his prefumptions 
Hen.Hadtt thou bin kild when firft thou didft prefume, 
Thou hadft not liude to kill a fonne of mines 
And thus I prophefie of thee, 
That many a widow for her husbands death, 
And many an infants water ftanding cic, 
Widowes for their husbands, children for their fathers, 
Shall curfe the time that ever thou wert borne, 
The Owle fhrikt at thy birth,an euill figne, 
Thenight Crow cride,aboding lucklefle tune, 
Dogs howld, and hideous tempefts fhookedowne trees, 
The Rauen rookt her on the Chimnies top, 
And chartering Pies in difmall difcord fung, 
Thy mother felt more then a mothers paine, 
And yet brought forth leffe then a mothers hope, 
To wit; an vndigeft created lumpe, 
Not like the fruite of fucha goodly tree, 
Teeth hadft thou in thy head when thou waft bome, 
To fignifie thou cam'ft to bite the world, 
And ifthe reft be true that I haue ay 
3 
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Thou cam (t into the world Stabs him 
Glo, Die prophet in thy {peech, ile heare no more, 
For this among ft the reft was Lordain’d, 
Hen, {, and for much more {laughter after this. 
O God forgiue my finnes, and pardon thee, He dyes. 
Glo. What? will the afpiring blood of Lancafter 
Sinke into the ground? I had thoughtit would haue mounted. 
See how my fword weepes for the poore Kings death. 
Now may fuch purple teares alwayes be fhed, 
For fuch as feeke the downfall of our houfe. Stab him agen, 
Downe, downe to hell, and fay I fent thee thither - 
I, that haue neither pitty, loue, nor feare. 
Indeede twas true that Henry cold me of, 
For | haue often heard my mother fay, 
I came into the world with my legges forward. 
Andhad I not reafon thinke you to make haft, 
And feeke their ruines that starp’d our rights ? 
The women weeping, and the Midwife crying, 
O Iefus bleffe vs, he is borne with teeth: 
And fo I was indeede, Which plainly fignified, 
That I fhould fnarle and bite, and play the Dogge. 
Then, fince heauen hath mademy body fo, 
Let hell make crook’d my minde to anfwer it. 
Thad no Father, Iam likeno Father ; 
I have no brothers, I am like no brothers; 
And this word Lowe, which gray-beards terme Diuine, 
Be refident in men like one another, 
And not in me, Iam my felfe alone, 
(larence beware, thou keptft me from the light, 
But I will fort a pitchy day for thee: 
For I will buz abroad {uch Prophefies, 
Vnder pretence of outward feeming ill, 
As Edward thall be fearefull ofhis life, 
And then to purge his feare, Ile be thy death, 
sine Henry, and the Prince his fonne are gone, 
And Clarence thou art next muft follow them, 
Soby one and one difpatching all the reft, 


Coun- 


of Yorke and Lancaster. 
Counting my felfe but bad,till I be beft. 
Tle drag thy body in another roome, 

And triumph Henry in thy day of doome, exit, 


Enter King Edward, Queene Elizabeth, anda Nuv{ewith the Joung 
Prince,and (larence,Glofter Hastings sand others, 


Edw.Once more we fit in Englands throne, 

Repurchaft with the blood of enemies, 
What valiant foemen like to Astamnes corne, 
Haue we mow'd downe in tops of all their pride ? 
Three Dukes of Somerfet,three-fold renownd 
For hardy and yndoubted Champions, 
Two Cliffords,as the father and the fonne, 
And two Northumberlands,two brauer men 
Nere fpurd their Courfers at the trumpets found. 
With them the two rough Beares, Warwicke and Montague, 
That in their chaines fettered the Kingly Lion, 
And made the Forreft tremble when they roard, 
Thus have we fwept fufpition from our feat, 
And made our footftoole of fecurity. 
Come hither Beffe,and let me kiffe my boy, 
Young Ned, for thee,thine Vnckles and my felfe, 
Haue in our armours watcht the winters night, 
Marcht all afoot,in fummers fcalding heate, 
That thou mightft repoffeffe the crowne in peace, 
And of our labours thou fhalt reapethe gaine. 

Glo lle blaft bis harueft,if your head were laid, 
For yet Iam not lookt on in the world. 
This fhoulder was ordaind fo thicke to heaue, 
And heaue it thall fome weight,or breake my backe, 
Worke thou the way,and thou fhalt execute, 

Edw. Brothers of Clarence and of Glofter, 
Pray loue my louely Queene, 
And kiffe your Princely Nephew both, — 

Cla, The duty that I owe vnto your Maiefty, 
1 {eale ypon the rofiate lips of chis {weete Babe. 


Queene, 


+ 
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OQugene, Thankes noble Clarence,worthy brother thankes. 
Glo.And that I loue the fruice from whence thou {prangft, 
Witneffe the louing kiffe I giue the childe. 
To fay the truth, fo /udas kift his mafter, 
And fo he cride all haile, and meant all harme. 
Edy.Now am I feated as my foule delights, 
Cla, What will your grace haue done with Wargaret ? 
Reynard her father, to the King of France 
Hath pawnd the Cice/s and Lerufalens, 
And hither haue they fent it fora ranfome. 
Edw, Away with her,and waft her hence to France, 
And now what refts,but that we {pend the time, 
With ftately triumphs and mirthfull comicke fhewes, 
Such as befits the pleafures of the Court. 
Sound Drums and Trumpets, farwell to fowre annoy, 
For heere I hope begins our lafting ioy. 
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